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RICH AND POOR. 


The vfcry different sensations which every person must experience 
while reading this opera, and while seeing it performed, furnish one 
, more striking proof of the actor*s power to refute the old adage by 
pi oducing something from nothing, and to impart aniinatiun and in- 
terest to scenes, in themselves devoid of both. He who sits coolly at 
homo to pcnisc the piece, and exercise his judgment upon its value, 
mi'ets wjtli little to remind him that it proceeded from the pen of a 
richly-gifted individual, one of our finest romance-writers. IVrcciving 
that the characters arc but paltry copies of brilliant originals, that the 
language is weak, the incidents stolen, and the plot destitute of inge- 
nuity, he feels inclined to doubt whether it can ever hare contributed 
to the gratification of an audience } but he who has once been present 
at its performance, even if the effect of the comic portions has escaped 
his rerollcction, cannot possibly have forgotten the vivid impression 
which the concluding scene of pathos invariably produces. We never 
witnessed more intense interest or more powerful emotion awakened 
by any picture of misery iu the. higher walks of the Drama, than ive 
liave seen called forth by this simple picture of domestic distress: yet 
read it, and how perfectly frigid, common-place a piece of business the 
whole affair seems to be. The tiuth is, paradoxical as the assertion 
may appear, that the players often produce the finest effect when they 
have the scauticst materials to work with, and erect some of their 
must masterly structures upon the leas! solid and substantial founda- 
tions. AVc scarcely need pause to enumerate proofs of this. 

“ Rich and Poor” was writtsuere the author had attained his six- 
teenth year, and the recollection of fllis circumstance may serve to 
'limiinsh our surprise at the glaring plagiarisms it displays, which 
committed a practised author would I e regarded with sterner sen- 
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y iatioas than when regarded as the work of a raw unpractised lad. 
Xewis, we suppose, had been so fascinated with ‘'The ScHbol far 
Scandal,'* that he transferred— half unconsciously, perhaps— >8ome of 
its most prominent features to his own production ; but, to imitate its 
brilliant wit and satire surpassed his capacity. Hence the sarcasma^^ 
and raillery of his facetious characters often degenerate into dowffw 
right abuse* Sheridan's scandalous coterie inflict their wounds with a 
keen and polished razor : those of Lewis lacerate one* another \{ith 
the coarse teeth of a rusty saw. The language, moreover, is not free 
from vulgarisms ; and frequently when the author stumbles upon a 
good idea, he totally mars its effect by his cliinisy^or tawdry, mode of 
expressing it. 

If his characters, however, are open to the charge of plagiarism, 
his incidents are doubly so, for there is not one that can justly be called 
his own. In his Preface he slightly admits his obligations to' the 
Novels of “Sidney Biddulph" and “ Cecilia," but he might have ex- 
tended the avowal to every incident in the piece. The subject is not 
of sufficient importance to warrant our swelling this preface with a 
list of his thefts, but wc cannot pass over unnoticed that palpable one 
in the first act, — the expedient resorted to by Modish to rid himself of 
his importunate creditora. The idea we believe may be traced to one 
of Molierc’s productions, and perhaps occurs in half-a-score dramas 
beside, but when this piece was first performed, a precisely similar in- 
cident bad so recently been made use of by O’Keefe in onc,of his most 
successful farces, (“The Farmer”) that Lewis must absolutely have 
thought the destitute of all sense and reA:>llection, if he imagined 
that his roguery would escape undetected. It must, however, be ad- 
mitted that when be does pilfer an incident, he steals with some taste : 
the scene just noticed has a highly comic effect, and the equivoque be- 
tween Rivers and Miss Chatterall is delightfully droll. The closing 
interview of the father and daughter is clumsily brought about, but we 
are content to overlook all improbabilities, in consideration of the 
stage-effect it produces. Lewis has been accused of stealing this por- 
tion of his plot from Miss Lee’s “ Chnpter of Accidents,’’ bnt let him 
not be tpade answerable for more litcrai^r larcenies, than he was rea^' > 
guilty of. There is no fotindati^ whatever for the charge^ 'Tis tn 
that, in both plays, seduction forms the groundwork of the story, bui 
the ^i^umstances of the cases, and the consequences residing fron< 
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them, hare loo little in common to warrant the slightest stispleloii 
thsk*- Lewis was in any way indebted to Miss Lee in the construction of 
his drama. 

The piorc was orii^inally performed, as a Comedy, under the title 
of ** The East Indian,” in April 1798, for the benefit of Mrs. Jordan ; 
and 1)cing well liked, was rc-produced in the following December. 
The CtiubC of its being soon after laid aside shall be told in the author’s 
own woidb : — ** It was at first rereired with applause, for which 1 
thank the Piiblic ; the succeeding representations did not prove attrac> 
tire, for which 1 here make my acknowledgments to Mr. Sheridan, 
who blocked up iny road, mounted on his great tragic war>borsc 
‘ Pizairo,* and trampled iny humble pad-nag of a Comedy underfoot, 
witbout the least compunction. My readers must decide whether iny 
Play merited so transient an existence ; it is unnecessary to say that I 
am quite of the contrary opinion.” 

Zurayda was then personated by Mrs. Jordan, and Rivers by Kem- 
ble, who, says the author, acted the part admirably well, from be- 
ginning to end; indeed (he adds) to call his performance acting is 
doing it injustice . it was nature throughout.” The Prologue and 
JCpilogiic were both from the pen of Lewis, and the latter was spoken 
by J. Ji.mnistcr, h ibitcd as the Ghost if Queen EliKalietb, ontcrinir 
throng li a trap door, in a flash of fire an idea smacking strongly of 
the extravagance of the author's early notions. Of the former com- 
position, spoken by C. Keuiblo, we venture to transcribe the whole, 
bec.msc it possesses not only some poetical merit, but a degree of 
touching iplcrcst, front its allusion to her who after Jong contributing 
by her fascinations to the enjoyment of thousands, now lies low in a 
loieign grave, and from it** containing the author’s portrait of himself, 
since in depicting the feelings of an ardent aspiring mind, the youthful 
writer but de>eribed his own : 

PROLOGUE. 

In life’s gay spring, while yet the careless hours 
Dance light on blooming beds of early flowers. 

Ere knowledge of the 'world has taught the mind 
To sorrow for itself and shun^ankind, 

In sweet vain dreams still Fancy bids the boy 
Dntt on fair prospects of ideal joy : 
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Life's choicest fruits then court his eager hand ; 

^^h eye is gentle, and each voice is bland ; 

False friendship prompts no sigh, and draws no tear, 

And love seems scarce more beauteous than sincere ! 

Ere sixteen years bad wing'd their wanton flight. 

While yet his head was young, and heart was light, 

Our author plann'd these scenes ; and while he drew. 

How bright each colour seem'd, each line how true. 

Gods ! with what rapture every speech be spoke ! 

Gods! .how he chuckled as he penn’d each joke! 

And when at length his ravish'd eyes survey 
That wondrous work complete — a Five Act Play, 

His youthful lieart how Bclf-npplaiises swell ! 

— “ It isn't perfect, but 'tis vastly well !"— 

Since then, with many a pang, our Bard has bought 
More just decision, and less partial thought: 

Kind vanity no longer blinds his sight, 

His tillet fulls, and lets in odious light. 

Time bids the darling work its leaves expand, 

Each flower Parnassian withers in his hand ; 

Stern judgment every latent fault detects, 

And all Its fancied beauties prove defects. 

Yet, for she thirdcs some scenes possess an .‘u t 
To please the fancy, and to melt the heart, 

Thalia bids his play to-night appear, 

Thalia call'd in heaven, but Jordan here. 

So fiail Ins hope, so weak he thinks his cause. 

Our Tiiithor says he dares not ask applause ; 

He only begs that with indulgence new. 

You'll hear him patiently, and hear bin# throug!'^. 

Then, if his piece proves worthless, never sham it ; 

But damn it, gentle friends — Oh ! damn it ! damn it ! 

Under its present form and title, the piece was brought forward at 
he English Opera House in the sumiaer of 1812, but there occur 

E rcely any variations between **Rich and Poor" and ^he East- 
ian," save one or two transpositions of the scenes, and the omission 
i few portions of the dialogue, which have been suppliecL by songs. 
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Strong objections, we remember, were urged against the tendfi*licy 
the Opera ; and, questionless, the criminal intercourse of a femali^ 
with the husband of another docs seem to be regarded in a very leni^^ 
ent point of view, but as ibliickily conies not within our province tiqt[ 
examine closely into these detailed points of morality, we shall Wave 
all discussion of the question here. The author's opinions upon the> 
subject ot female frailty, appear to have increased in laxity as he ad* 
vanced in ^ars, for the play originally terminated with the following' 

* great moral lesson,” which in the altered piece is omitted ' this, 
however, might arise from an impression that it war jf too serious a 
character for the close of a Comic Opera, and calculated to cost ait 
unpleasant damp upon the feelings of aii audience ; 

lUocrs, liow is this ? when every other face wears a smile, why 
hangs a cloud on the brow of my Zorayda ? 

Zorayda, **Ah, my father I 'tis a cloud which must never be removed^ 
fur, 'tis the gloom of self-reproach ! I have erred, and been forgiven i 
but am 1 therefore less culpable? — Your indulgence has been great} 
but is my fault therefore less enormous ? Ob, no, no, no ! The calm of 
innocence has for ever I'^ft me, the courage of conscious virtue must be 
mine no more ! Still must the iiienio*'y of cirors past torment me, and 
embitter every joy still must 1 blush to read scorn in the world's 
eye, suspicion in my husband’s : — and still must feel this painful truth 
most keenly, that she who deviates from the paths of virtue, though 
she may obtain the forgiveness of otlieis, never can obtain her own !” 

Whatever may be the thought of the eriors of Zorayda by the 
reader, no sciUmieot but pity can ever be felt for her in the theatre, 
when the character is personated by Miss Kelly. The tenible energy 
of her appeals to her fathers heart, the fearful workings of her half- 
frenzied spirit, llic “ fine madness” of her despair, thrill the spectator 
to the core and se** description at defiance. ** Long years— long, 
though not very many,” — have elapsed since we witnessed this inimit- 
able, this faultless display of scenic art, but the feelings it excited in 
our minds were too vivid ever to be effaced. Many early impressions 
are blotted out, many recollections destroyed, by intcrcoui'se with the 
world, — 

» » 

** And from surrounding things, the hues wherewith fancy adorn'd 

them 

Fad£ like the hopes of youth, till the beauty of earth has departed,” 
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hat there arc some few ** bright dreams of the past" beyond the iiowci 
of time and change to weaken or destroy, and one amongst tl)cse, wil. 
ever be to us the ictojembrance of Mi&s Kelly's Zarayda. P P 


K^imt of lAcprrsimtiition. 


The tune this piece takes in icprcsentation is ncailythiee lmn!'» 
•—Tlx half-iHicc commences at nine o'clock. 


Stage Directions, 

Hy R 11 in meant Kight Iland. 

1 * .... Left Hand. 

S.L r • . Second rnn aiu r . 

IJppei Entrance. 

jM.i> . . Middle ]>ot>r 

or Dooi in FIm. 

R Kightlland Dooi 

Lo4i Eland l)c*or. 




Cn^tume. 


LORD LISTLESS. 

Light mixed coat, white waistcoat, and trowsers. 

MODISH. 

Claret (Cloured coat, white waistcoat, and breeches. 

RIVERS. 

Suit of brown cloth. 

WALSINGHAM. 

Crimson ibid. 

BEAUCHAMP. 

Blue coat, white waistcoat, and breeches. 

FRANK. 

Mixed coloured coat, waistcoat, and leathern breeches. 

SQUUEZ’EM. 

Suit of black. 

FRIPONEAU. 

Striped coat, silk waistcoat, and buff pantaloons. 

SPARKLE. 

Green jacket, ibid, ibid. 

LADY CLARA MODISH. 

White satin slip, p#nk gauze.upper dress, trimmed with white satin 
and lace. 


MRS. ORMOND. 
White dress^rimmed with black. 

MISS CHATTERALL. 
Blue dress, trimmed with white. 


ZORAYDA. 

White lono dress. 

MRS. SECRET. 
Grey gown and white apron. 

MAID. 


^^loloured gown, 





Lord Listless 
JModish .... 
Jtivers .... 
Walsingham 
lieauvhawp 
Prank • • , . 
Squecz,' eWi, • 
Priponeau . . 
Sparkle • . « • 
John 


Lyceum^ ] B 1 2. 
Mr. Oxberry. 
Mr. Pyne. 

Mr. Fawcett. 
Mr. Penson. 
Mr. Horn. 

Mr. Knight. 
Mr. Fenley. 
Mr. Wewitzer. 
Mr. Fisher. 
Mr. Lee. 


JLar^j Clara Modish, 
Mrs. Otmond . . . . . 
Miss Chat ter all • . , 
Zorayda 
Mrs. Secret 
Maid 


. Orger. 

. Miss Griglietti. 
. Plarlowe. 

Miss Kelly. 
]\^s. B^-ncl. 

, MisSC^nes^ 



HIGH AND FOORT 


ACT I. 

SCENE i,—A Room. — Table covered ^ith green 
baize— two chairs. 

Beauchamp (l.h.) Walsingham (r.h.) disco- 
vered^ Seated. 

Wats. Come, come, Beauchamp ; no evasions : — 
that gloomy brow assures me, that during my absence 
from England something must have gone wrong with 
you, and 1 insist on a frank confession. . 

Beau. Shall 1 confess that I am in debt. 

Wals. Yes, if you’ll also confess to whom, and for 
how much. 

Beau. Briefly, then, for several thousands more 
than 1 can payt; and my creditor is Lord Listless. 

fVals. Whaf, your uncle ? 

Beau. Oh^ no ! his son : a jewel of the first wa- 
ter, I assujpe you ; one who passes his life in being 
weary ‘Lvejyrbofly, and making every body weary 
of him r in^nort, sir, — Vijine man. 

And how could such an animal become 
your cfeditor ? — for he never could have been your 
fpiendj^l’ll answer for you. 

Beau. ’Tis a tedious story ; — {Both rise and come 
forward^^^^oe^ short of it is, that when I mar- 
ried, Tny ^merous uncle discharged my debts; un- 
luckily, he neglected to destroy my acknowledgement. 
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which falling ibto his son’s hands, the present earl 
wisely keeps it, calls himself my sole creditor. 

Wals. Well, well ; and even if he should call for 
payment, .we shall find means to satisfy him, I war- 
rttiit; 3Q ,aiya*y with that gloomy face, dear Ned. — 
However, I*m glad nothing worse caused it than a 
pecuniary difficulty. f 

Beau. Would to heaven that were all, ii^eed! 

Wals. Hey ? why, what other cause — 

Beau. Ah, Mr. W alsingham, how shall I tell you — 

Wals. Out with it. 

Beau* That 1 have been — that 1 still am — a vil- 
lain ! 

Wals. I don’t believe one word of it : he who dares 
own that he has been a villain, must needs already 
have ceased to be one. 

Beau. Hear me, then, and judge for yourself. You 
knew well the character of the woman to whose fate, 
while 1 was still a stripling, accident, not affection, 
united mine ? 

Wals. Yes, and a miserable life she led you. 

Beau. During three years, she rendered my home 
a hell. My patience was at length exhausted : 1 made 
over to my wife the remnants of an estate which her 
extravagance had ruined ; bade this domestic fiend an 
eternal farewell, and sailed under the assumed name 
of Dorimant, to India. ^ 

Wals. Well, I see no harm as yet., Lived with her 
three years ! — I wouldn’t have livei'vwith her throe 
jays, — no, not to have buried her on the fourth. 

Beau. Soon after my arrival jn JndK. it was my 
chance to save the life of the faihi. J»^ortimer ; 
who — 

Wah. The nabob, whose immense wealtli,*.-i- 

Beau. The same. This procured me admissfon to 
his house, where 1 saw his daughter, Zorayda. — 
Sh^ was lovely, and grateful; in an unguarded 
moment — yet heaven can witness to niy iuLiitwis — in 
to unguavded moment, I — 1 was a villain ! 

Wals. (Shaking his head.) Little better, I mjst 
say. 
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Beau^ Man^ her I could not : her father’s wrath 
^was <i(feadrul ; Zorayda sought a reiiige from it in my 
arms, and lied with me from India. 

TFah. From India, and from her father,- and with 
a married man ? — Edward, Edward ! — And what have 
you dona with this poor girl ? 

i}ea 2 /.rShe resides at present with my cousin, Lady 
Clara Modish. 

. Lady Clara ! and how the devil came she to 

receive her ? 

Beau. The devil made her ; the great devil of all ; 
money, man; darling money! — Her ladyship had 
been extravagant, and so I paid a gaming debt or two 
for her : besides this, the appearance of protecting a 
friendless orphan, flatters that ostentatious sensibility, 
which it is her passion to display on every occasion. 

Wals. But does she know the history of her pro- 
tegetf 

Beau. I was compelled to trust her with it, under 
a promise of profound secrecy. 

Wals. And how has.she kept her promise ? 

Beau. Why, really, extremely well, considering 
she’s a woman of fashion. She only confided it to her 
most intimate friends, who told it again to their very 
particular acquaintance, who repeated it to every crea- 
ture they knew, and now the whole town is informed 
of the whole transaction. 

Wals. I gue^ed as much! — But come, Ned; by 
this time Lady^lara must be visible, and 1 long to 
see your goddess. 

Beau. wbeik you do see her — 

heaven’s sake, no raptures I 

.Beqifv^vav, but hear me. 

SONG. — Beauchamp. 

« — Scotch Air. 

To paint her form^ how hemenly fair^ 

J will not use my art ; 

B 2 
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I will not tell what virtues rare 
Possess her fauitless heart : 

Most fair^ most virtuous still is she^ 

All praise j save this, above; 

Her form was made beloved to he. 

Her heart was made to love. 

When first Zorayda met my eyes, 

I felt my freedom o!*er; 

With every day that o'er me flies, 

I feel 1 love her more : 

Nor, though you^ve known me wild and free, 
Think now my heart can rove; 

For she was made helad^d to be. 

And I her charms to love. 


Wals. Aye, to be sure ! and as much h^s been said 
and Sling by every lover, since Adam first threw n 
sheep’s-eye at our grandmother. Now, then, for 
Lady Clara. (Crosses to l.h.) 

Beau. With all my heart : but first be it known to 
you, that you must be prepared to find a plentiful stock 
of fools ; for that is an article with which her lady- 
ship’s house is seldom unprovided. 

Wah. And with what can it be provided better ? 
Why, boy, being of an adust and cynical disposition, 
infinite laughter is necessary to my health. My physi- 
cian has prescribed me a course of ifools, and truly 1 
have reaped great benefit from bis ad^'ice already. 

Beau. Indeed ? then why did you leave Great Bri- 
tain ? Heaven knows, a scarcity of fool^ jn not one of 
our wants. 


Wals. No, truly; and after all my 
abroad in quest of folly, I must give the jpl^ferencc 
in that article to little England ; where absurdities 
spring as kindly as mushrooms on the diili^F^'ll^, and 
you can scarcely (urn a corner starting a fool. 

||. * t.H. 

II . — A Room in ModisKs House^Jhack^i 
^^awing^room Chamber. — Ifu^dpowf^^st^, 
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•ii.u.E. Four chairs; table cohered xBilh red baize ; 
boqks^ newspaper^ pensy inky papery and hmd^belly 
on mble, 

Entj^r ZoRAvoA and Mrs. Skcrbt, r.h. 

f)UO. — ZoRAYDA AND SkCRET. 

Time has not ihinn^d,'^ 

Now bright July to pleasure callsy 
But townsmen hear the call in vain ; 

Why shines the sun on murky walls y 
Where viccy and pridcy and folly reign ? 

Use rather y suuy thy genial power 
To hid the harvests hope be crown'd; 

Mature the fruity unfold the flowery 
And spread delight and plenty round. 

Sec. Now do, my dear young ladyjr chee^rup a lit- 
tle. It is a sad thing, sure enough, to be shut up in 
this sultry town in the month of July ; but I’ve news 
for you that shall make you dance for joy, in spite of 
the dog-days. 

Zor. News for me ! — of my father ? — Oh, speak ! 
Sec. Oh, bettor Miss; a great deal better: — they 
say, that ColoiieliHeauchamp’s odious wife, who went 
to some outlamj^h place two years ago, is dead for 
certain : if so, 'you know — 

Zor. Ah Jlfecri^oand should, then, the death of one 
who neyo ^tj tjred me, — alas ! of one whom I have 
be to me the source of joy ? W retched 
Zora^jJyfaow art thou fallen ! 

Sedk* You are the strangest lady ! — I’m sure, if I 
were^nlS^ with Colonel Beauchamp, as you are, and 
could only maixy»Mxt*by — 

Zor. hush,Mbr heaven’s sake!— Should you 

beiovei beard— 

B 3 
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Sec^ La, IMKss, don*t be so timbersome ! 1 hrpe 

Vve not been my lady’s own waiting- woman these six 
years, not to know when to speak and when tc hold 
my tongue. — ^But, dear me, it makes me quite sad my- 
self to see you look so mollycolly whenever we’re 
alone ; for in public, indeed, your manner—^* 

Zor. Is gay, is forced, is agonizing! Fr )m Beau- 
champ spring my sufferings, and therefore! I would 
not have the world see that I suffer ; but, bedeve me, 
the smiles which play on my cheek in public, are to 
my heart as moonbeams falling on some rock of ice ; 
they shine, but warm not. 

Sec. Nay, Miss, you needn’t tell me that ; for you 
look and tsilkfor all the world like the miller’s daugh- 
ter in our village, when her lover proved false-hearted ; 
and surely that was a worse case than yours, Miss. 

SONG. — Mas. SacnsT* 

On the banks of Allan water ^ 

When the sweet Spring-time didfall^ 

Was the Miller's lovely daughter 
Fairest of them alL 
For his bride a soldier sought her^ 

And a winning tongue had he : 

On the banks of Allan water 
None was gay as she 

On the banks of Allan water 
When brown Autumn shed its stoxe^ 

There I saw the Miller's dsLUghletj i, 

But she smiled no more. -'I 

For the summer grief had brought /Icl 
And the soldier false was he! 

On the banks of Allan water 
None was sad as she. 

On the banks of Allan watet 
When the Winter-snow feU fast 
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S Still was found the Miller* s daughter : 
V Chilling blew the blast ! 

3ut the Miller* s lonely daughter 
t Both from cold and care was free / 
On the banks of Allan water ^ 


1 
Zor. Y 


ere a corse lay she. 


\_Exii, R.ir. 


es, ’tis resolvod! Edward we must part, 
and for c^ver ! what !— his mistress ? the mistress of 


a* married man ! break, fond heart, break ! but sup- 
port such shame no longer : — some one comes ! — ^per- 
haps 'tis he ! 

Enter dornsy l . h . 


John. Lord Listless. [EorzV, l . h . 

Zor. Psha ! with a mind thus ill at ease, how tor- 
menting is it to assume the appearance of gaiety, and 
be compelled to mingle with the happy and unthink- 
ing. 


Enter Lord Listless, l.h. 

Lord L. Quite alone. Miss Mandeville ! Where’s 
Clara ? 

Zor. She slept ill, and left her bed late this morii- 
ing. 

Lord L. She was quite in the right: for my 
part I wonder why people leave their beds at all ; for 
they only contri^ to bore themselves and their ac- 
quaintance. I’ve some thoughts of going to bed 

one of these ji^hts, and never getting up again. 

Zor. lord, put that scheme into 

executionr^Sthe benefit of your friends as well as 

LU^^. Yes, 'twould certainly take, for p^ple 
imitatT evgjy thing I do so ridiculously, that ’pen my 
soul ^nfbored to death with them ; but, to say the 
truth, Un thing and every body. 

-pbr^Tslfould be Jbrry to increase youir ennui, dnd 
you good^^rning. {trohes to 

B 4 
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L/ord L. No, no ; stay, pray stay ; for 
nothing 1 like so much as the company of affine^ 
woman. ^ 

Zor. (^Drawing away her hand.) I^m sorry that I 
can’t return the compliment; but there’s r^thing I 
like so little as the company of a fine man. I 

Lord L. {Aside.) Umph ! Pert enough, I’pon ray 
soul ! {Retires to t\e sofa.) 


Enter Lady Clara, r.h. 

Lord L. Morning, Clara I You look frightful tp- 
day. 

Lady C. Do I ? I dare say 1 do : for my nerves 
are in such a state ! — Oh ! and then 1 had such a 
dream ! Only conceive : methought my favourite 
little pug, Fidelio, had £illen into the Serpentine ; 
I saw him struggling, heard him barking, and woke 
in an agony of tears. 

Zor. Exquisite sensibility ! 

Liuly C. Ha ! Beauchamp ? 

{Lord Listless throws himself on the sofa.) 

Enter Beauchamp and Walsingham, l.h. 


Beau. Let me present a friend to you, Lady Clara, 
whose absep..ti from England you’ve heard me fre- 
quently lament. — Mr. Walsingham. \ 

Lady C. Your friends are alwa;^ welcome here 
for your sake; but Mr. Walsingham wMl be welcome 
for his own. % 

PTals^ Your ladyship does me lion^''J|L ^ Aside to 
Beauchamp.) — Is she a fool too ? ^ ^ 

Beau. None of the wisest, 1 prom', h ySs^-f’MKs 
Mandeville, Mr. Walsingham. {Zor ay da emotes.) 

Wok. Mandeville? rve known sevew^Y^ 
name. Who — - f ^ 

Beau. {Aside to Walsinghaii.) Hlii^rf--i8jande- 
mlWs an assumed name. . 

Oh I the devil I Why diem*^ you tell_ mi. ac 
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lka». .But, Lady Clara, I’ve another friend to 
jntrwuce. 

Zjjtfy C. I shall be very — {Turning round ^ — 
then with indifference) — Oh, you wretch ! my hus- 
baml ! i 

Zor, ^side to Beauchamp.) You couldn’t have 
introducifd a greater stranger. 

Enter Modish, n.ii. 


Mod. Mr. Walsingham, I rejoice to sec you. — 
Just returned, 1 suppose? — ^You rested well, 1 hope. 
Lady Clara ? {Carelessly.) 

Lady C. Perfectly ; never passed a quieter night 
in my life. 

Enter John y li.ii. crosses behind characters, delaers 
a letter to Modish^ and goes ojff^ L.ii* 

Mod. {Opens the letter^ and then throws it on the 
table,) Rivers. 

Wals. 1 beg I mayn’t prevent — 

Mod. Oh ! it’s from a p)or relation ; ’twill keep. 
Beauchamp, were you at Lady Rackett’s last night? 

Beau. Yes; and found it very fashionable, and 
very dull. 

Lady C. Oh ! the terms arc now synonimons. 

Mod. Quite ; for since every thing that’s fashion- 
able is insipid;^ mere justice every thing that’s in- 
sipid must be^hionable. 

Wals. Iivl^d ijb^this really so, my lord ? 

Lord LtC iUCT of fact, sir, ’pon my soul ! — 
InsipicU^A^/now the very criterion ,of fashion. A 
should never dance but when he’s not 
want(|4for sing but when nobody wishes to hear him. 
He sjlott * .•* '^^awn at a comedy, laugh at a tragedy, cry 
damn’M bore’ atjioth, tread upon his neighbour’s 
-oes, h 5 §»/'' 7 itIr ^Ctofth-pick in his mouth, see women 
stairs^^ithout trying to stop them, and, 
B 5 
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in order to be perfectly fashionable, should make h^- 
self completely disagreeable ! r 

Zor. Bless me ! how admirably your lordsl^fip* 
practice exemplifies your theory. * , 

Lord L. Oh ! you flatter me. ^ » 

Zor, No, really ; I do you but justice wl^n I pro- 
test, that I never saw any thing half so fashiinable or 
insipid as your lordship. y 

Wals, Nor I, upon my honour. 

Lord L. Ton my soul, you’re too obliging ! Too 
obliging, ’pon my soul! {Knocking^ l.h.) 

Lady C. Hark ! A knock I 
Zor, {Looking towards^ l.h.) Nov/ heaven pre- 
serve my hearing! ’tis Miss Chatterall. 

Lady C, I’m glad of it; she always talks scan- 
dal, and scandal is the best thing in the world for the 
nerves. 

Lord L. And she talks incessantly, which saves 
one the trouble of an answer. 

Zor, But she is so malicious ! 

Lady C. She cheats horribly at play ! 

Mod, She’s disagreeable and anectcd. 

Beau, She’s deceitful. 

Lady C, She’s abominable. 
jLom L, She’s a bore ! 

Wals, She’s here* 

Enter Miss Cuattbrall, l.h. — frosses to Lady 
Clara, 

Lady C, My dear creature* so armed to see 
you I We’ve not met this age I ^ 

Miss Chat, Oh^ Lady Clara ! such a"ch^'''ful thing 
has happened to me ! I’ve been so shocWywft^^ so 
quiz^, and all that I ^ 

Lady C, You alarm me ! 

Miss Chat\ You must know, asl came aW lig; ano- 
thqr carriage got entaimled soon 

round us, and out of fj^re goo^Tnaqik y a^d 
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cowdesoension, I thought I’d entertain them with a 
littlh graceful tenor. 

\ Mod’ JUkm kind I 

^Mis^'ipnat. Wasn’t it ? So, on this, I screamed in 
the most|delivhlful way imaginable, practised my new 
ArT|rioIin| attitudes, and threw myself into my very 
besr^onvulsions. 

WalsJi And, I warrant, the spectators burst into 
tears ? 

Miss Chat. No, truly, they burst out a laughing ! 

AIL Oh, shameful ! 

Zjord Li. What a bore ! {From sofa.) 

Miss Chat. Wasn’t it ? I declare I was just like 
Orphy, the old (idler, playing to the stocks and stones. 
The more I squalled, the more they laughed; and, at 
last, they made me so angry, that I vowed nfever to go 
into (its again, except in the very best company. 

Wals. And a mighty proper resolution tpb. 

Mm Chat. Wasn’t it ? But, lord ! t cati^t "stop, or 
Lady Cogwell will be out, and 1 wouldn^t miss seeing 
her (or the world. 

Mod. Lady Cogwell ! I thought she was your 
aversion ? 

Mm Chat. Oh dear so she is ; but last night Mrs. * 
Punt, playing with her at whist, found the ace of dia- 
monds hid in her rauiF ; so I’m going to comfort, and 
console, and vex, and teaze her, and all that, you 
know. You’ll M with me. Miss Mandeville ? 1 came 
on purpose fur lou. 

Zor. No ; jFm not in a vexing, teazing, and all 
that humoui^his morn ing. But, are you sure of the 
truth of Ih^ 

MissJ^^^. Sure of it ? Why Mrs. Blab-all told it 
all the scandal she talks to be gos- 
pel ; the more scandalous it is, the more true it 
alwals tnrjis out to be. Come, Modish, lead me to 
myJnmnsQ. 

going, Mr. Walsingham? We 
l*oe,^boine ; if j0u can put up with a (hmily din* 

B 6 
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Lord L. Walsy — don’t come, for a fomily dinder ^ 
ia a damn’d bore. ^ ^ Jj 

JVak. O, my lord, you are pleased to 
{Lord L, rises from sofriy and comes forwafifr 
L.H.) t y 

Lady C. You’ll be with me in the evening, ftliss 
Chatterall ? j ' 

Miss Chat. Oh ! without fail ; and I hopt*by that 
time to have collected authentic information concern- 
ing two elopements, four young men ruined at play, 
nine ladies of quality taken tripping, and one who 
died of a cold which she caught in going to church. 
How comical ! Wasn’t it? Come, Modish. 

{Exit with Modish^ l.h. 
Lord L* Pray, Clara — What was I going to — Oh I 
Where does Mrs. Ormond live? 

Lady C. I protest I’ve forgotten, but the porter 
can tell you : may I ask why you enquire ? 

Lord L. I’ve no sort of objection to your asking 
the question, provided you've none to iny not answer- 
ing it. Good morning; we shall meet at dinner; or, 
jierhaps, not till to-morrow ; or, perhaps, not this 
month ; it doesn’t signify, you know, if we never meet 
at all. 

Lady C. Oh ! not in the least — Good morning. 

{Exit Lord L. l.h. 
Zor. I '’oe Mr. Modish returning; shall I stay, or 
leave you to your usual discussions ? > 

Lcdy C. Oh, child, don’t mind me : these little 
matrimonial rute are excellent for Iht^ vapours, and 
Modish is never so entertainingpu^heii'^ ’ve put him 
out of temper. 

Zor. I’m sure then he’s entertaining v^ 

I cannot admire your mode of making hin 
for my own part, 1 verily think that were 1 
thousand years, I could never succeed iiM 
amuaement from my husband^s^jiUgasiness, 
pleasure in being the torment of a man,'^ 
before the alter to love and^o obey. 
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Enter Modish^ l.h. 


C. ( Ooes to the table ; opens ModisVs letter 
th^ghtkssli/.) Lud I what am 1 doing i Beg your 
pal^n, ||\lodish. 

JwW. . Oh ! no matter. This letter comes from a 
relatioHi^ who after dissipating his fortune here went 
•to India some eighteen years ago. — Let me see what 
he says — (Reads,) — dear cousin will be double 
less surprised to learn^ that soon after my arrival in 
India^ my union with a rich widow at once cleared me 
of debt^ and placed me in a state of opulence, ” 

Lady C, Opulence ? This grows interesting. 

Mod, On my wifels death I realized my fortune^ 
determined to share it with you,, my dear George.*^ 
Lady C, The worthy man ! Who waits ? — {Rings 
hand bell on table .) — Send Secret to me. I’ll have a 
chamber prepared this instant. 

Mod. Rut alas ! the vessel in which 1 had em- 
barked my wealth was shipwrecked, and I regained 
the English shore, poor as I left it.^^ 

Lady C\ Then the money’s lost. 


Secret, r.h. 

Sec. Did your la’shij^^ 

Lady C, It Aoesn’t signify, Secret. 

• [^Exit Secret, r.h. 

Mod. you then, my dear George, 1 must 

apply for insist soon after receiving this, 
you m(w expect a visit from your affectionate cousin 
“ William Rivers^^ 

tj/c. How unlucky ! This money would have 
I se<asonable — 

!. Seasonable, madam? Say, necessary; abso- 
lutKlylirecessary^ ^ Jour dissipation, your extrava- 
S^yc ir — i 

C. Oh,.jRercy f dear Modish, mercy ! mode* 
your tone J Jeg ; consider my nerves. 
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Mod, My manner, madam, may be moderate, Wt 
the matter must be harsh. r ^ 

Lady C, Oh, sir ! let your voice be gentlcy^mj 2 ^ 
to the matter of what you say, 1 shan’t iwd ft 
straw. f i 

Mod, What I say, madam, you never do mind./ 
Lady C, Tii^e, sir ; I never do. (Crosses to <.H.) 
Mod, Madam, madam, 1 must say, an^^i will 


say — 

Lady C, Say, sir ? Lord, couldn’t you sing ? — 
’Twould be much more agreeable. 

Mod, Zounds, madam, I’m serious, and well 1 
may be so. For but one way remains of preventing 
immediate ruin. You must give up your diamonds, 
I’ll procure you paste instead ; and as you’re known 
to possess real jewels, nobody will suspect those you 
wear to be false. 


Lady C, Well, sir, I’ll only mention one circum- 
stance, and then if you still wish it, the diamonds 
are at your disposal. 

Mod. {Aside.) So readily ? I’m amazed! — well, 
my dear Lady Clara, and this circumstance is— 

Lady C, Simply this. About three months ago I 
sold the real jewels, and those now in my possession 
are the paste. 

Mod, {Violently.) Confusion ! Fire, and Furies ! 

Lady C Don’t swear, sir. 

3for. Zounds ! madam, I must a^d will swear ; 
and I must and will tell you once for ^11 — 


Enter J ohm, 

John. Mr. Rivers. 

Mod. He has nicked the time : I nevet^i^v^s 
charitably disposed in my life. 

{Throws himself into a chair^ 
turned Jo Lady Clara^ z^h^sits in m ii^o* 
lent posture^ humming to i hoJih^rtk^d 

near r»u.) 
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Enter Rivers, l.h. 

tKiD. it is with diffidence, sir, that 1 venture^— 

jEadi/^C. Oh ! heavens ! A black scratch ! Drops^ 
dr^, on I shall faint 1 {Modish rings hand belL) 

Kf^ I fear, madam, 1 have by some means occa-> 
sionedNm alarm, which— ^ 

Enter Secret, with drops^ r.h. gives them to 
Lady Clara* 

Lady C. Quick! quick! or I expire. — {^ter 
taking a smellins-hottle*) — Secret, tell the man r^beg^ 
his pardon, but I’ve always had a particular aversion 
to black scratches. 

Sec* {Crosses to Rivers*) Sir, my lady hopes you’ll 
pardon her, but a black siratch always was her par- 
ticular diversion. (Goes again to Lady Clara.) 

Riv. I’m sorry to have offended, but ’tis the lot of 
misfortune to offend in every thing ! 

Mod. {Rises ) I— 1 think, Mr. Rivers, I’ve beard 
my father speak of you ; but as to what he said, 1 
really don’t remember a syllable. 

Riv. I fear if you did, it could not prejudice you 
in my favour ; yet as my conduct was only impru- 
dent, never dishonourable, your father’s friendship 
was mine to th# last. 

Mod. Very pbssibly ; I don’t dispute it. 

Riv* Werjf he alive, 1 should not want a friend ! 
Let me, however, rgi g^cp in his son’s affluence. Your 
numerous retinue,'your splendid mansion prove, that 
you’ve ability to serve me, and your inclination 1 
tt:c::?C‘id/Subt. 

Mr^i Why, really— Hein I — Appearances are fine- 
que^tlv deceitful and — and to sa^ the truth— How* 
ev^, I’ll look about me, and if any thing occurs 
mjp hi vou know. , Ghml morning. 

In the mea^a time ma^ 1 without offence men- 

fii . to you my 'listres^d situation ? The gripping 
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hand of poverty presses hard upon me ; I have yno 
other support, nave no one to look to but yoursen 
Oh ! George, George, you once loved me ! 
have 1 carried you in my arms, often has my naiyd 
supplied you with money when a boy, and infall yo it 
little distresses it Wiis from my partiality f hat you 
sought assistance? liCt these recollections, let tjulr re- 
collection of your excellent iather plead for tija^when 
I mention — that— -that a trifling pecuniary aid will 
be of most essential service. 

Mod. {Who remains sealed u.n. wi(h emotion^ 
aside to Lady Clara.) I’ll — I’ll give him a ten pound 
nolo, and send him away, 

Riv. {Aside.) Ha! — then perhaps his heart may 
still — 

I^ady C. Ten pounds ? Heavens, Modish ! don’t be 
so extravagant. 

Mod. Your ladyship is always economical, when 
charity is in the case ! — {Resuming cold manner.) 
— very sorry, Mr. Rivers, it’s out of ray power to 
assist you at present, but if 1 hear of anything to suit 
you, I’ll let you know. Good morning. 

Rio. But sir — 

Mod^ I’ll move heaven and earth to serve you, — 
Good morning. 

Rio. But sir, if you do not know where I live, 
how can y /U inform me of your success ? 

Mod. Oh ! tru(‘ ! where shall 1 scfld ? 


Rio. {Hesitating.) Tm ashamed &> name such a 
miserable — I — 1 — lodge at the Three i’lue Posts, in 

Little Britain. - ^ 

Lady C. Oh! shocking! Is u"possible that any 
body can live at the Three Blue Posts ? \ 

Sec. Oh ! dear no, my lady ; it an’t possiMe;i»M-c 
Riv. Before 1 go, sir, let me sisk you whetm^' your 
sister Emily is still living. ^ 

Lady C. Oh ! yes, but she can’t assist you^israt’s 
useless applying to her. However, my port^l^ ^an 
.give you her direction. K A ' 

Riv. Is she then in distress? I’lHli^tea to herfrlL 
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.thot?gh she may not give me relief for my wants, 
* w^^her I may at least find sympathy for my woes, 
f ^ipn' indent which 1 have vainly sought for in the pa- 
of'''jthe great. — {fVith stifled anger *)'^Good 
raojrning, sir. 

J^d, Your servant. 

/2iW {Aside,) So fades iny hope ! On how sandy a 
fouiidai^ do they build, who place their reliance on 
the friendship of affluence ! [^Exit^ l.ii. 

Lady C. So, he’s gone at last. Secret, order the 
carriage to the door. (Crosses to r.h.) 

^ [^Exit Secret^ l.h. 

Mod, Before you go, madam, I must say — 

Lady C. My dear Mr. Modish, say not another 
word on the subject, since on one point I am decided : 
that whenever we are of different opinions, you must 
be wrong, and I must be right. Good morning. 

l.h. 

Mod, IVe gained much by this conference ! Ba- 
chelors ; bachelors ! Tye yourselves up in the noose 
of hemp, rather than the noose of matrimony. The 
pain of the former is never felt after a few minutes ; 
but the knot of the latter grows tighter every hour 
during years, and is at last only loosened by death or 
infamy. 

SONG. — MojfisH. 

When doored to quit his native landj 
Young henry bade farewell^ 

As Susa^ fondly wrung his hand^ 

Her ^earsjf^ Uf^u^ts fell. 

And soft she sighed, (her trembling heart 
W^ile love with fears beset) 

O/e, would we were not now to part^ 

Or that we ne^er had metj^ 

if^me Fortune smiled on Henryks painsy 
f:And blessed his growing store ; 

'^Jow gone thrje yearsy his honest gains 
ToSusar\feet he bere^ 
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Nor think^^^ he cried^ thaJt Henryks htar^ 
Can e^er its vows forget y 

Dismiss yourfears^ no more we*ll part. 

Once more since we have met.^' 

But ah / before twelve months were flown^ 

They cursed the married li fe ; 

A very husband Hal was grown^ 

And Sue a very wife. 

She said that he wasjalse at hearty 
He called her light coquette : 

And both exclaimed — “ next week we part, 

I wish we ne^er had mety [^Exit, l.h. 

SCENE III. — Another Apartment in Modish's 
House. 

Enter Beauchamp and Zorayda, r.u. 

Beau^ Nay^ deny it not, Zorayda ; you had been 
in tears. 

Zor. {Assuming gaiety.) Heed them not ! — A 
mere trifle— my grief is already forgotten; 

Beau. Indeed ! Had your grief then so slight a 
cause ^ 

Zor. Ah! while remorse and shame dwell here, 
can my cause for grief ever be slight ? 

Beau. Dearest Zorayda !— ^ 

Zor. Edward ! Edward ! Oh ! wh^re is my father ? 
Perhaps now stretched on the bed of siricncss, calling 
on Zorayda for those offices^ which a o^ghter alone 
can perform ; and, woe is raei^Smng in vain ! Per- 
haps — perhaps ere this, cold in a foreign grav^ where 
his heart has forgot at my name to burn withangCMr 
to glow with love. Yet if he still should li^ — too 
surely, wretched Zorayda, he lives no longer, for 
thee ! (CroweTiS L^.) 

Beau. Zorayda, WQuId you drive me mad T 

Zor. And still np letters from li\dia ? Still 
from my father, or kind, or cruel ?\Qh that I 
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but^now he still exists ! that I could but once more 
. characters of his hand ! that 1 could but for 

Q\ie -uQment hear his voice, though in the next I 
^ agf|in heijd it curse me ! (Crosses back to r.h.) 

j^eau. be comforted ! A person Just arrived 

fron, India, 1 trust, can give me some tidings of Mr. 
Moril;per ; and, having discharged my errand here, I 
hastcir.^liim. You mentioned some trinkets which 
you wished to purchase ; these notes will answer their 
pVice. And now, my love farewell for the present. 

Zor» Yet say ! to whom go you ? 

Beau. To a poor relation of Modish’s, who applied 
to him for relief. 

Zor. And he departed ? 

Beau. Unrelieved. 

Zor. ALos ! Yet perhaps he was undeserving. 

Beau. That I know not ; but trust me, Zorayda, I 
love not those who weigh too nicely the transgres- 
sions of a sufferer : to punish human errors is the 
province of heaven ; to relieve human wants is the 
duty of man ! 

Zor. And whither is he now gone I 

Beau. To Mrs. Ormond’s, whose noble heart would 
n^illingly relieve him, but whose means — 

Zor. And if she cannot — what must he do ? 

Beau. Starve, Zorayda ! 

Zor. He shall not 1 — no, no, he shall not ! Follow 
him ! These not^s — take them, take them all ! Nay, 
oppose me not, (fear Edward ; in this 1 must not 
opposed. 

Beau. Oppose yon, Zorayda ? Oh ! be my own 
heart hardened, wli^h 1 defeat the generosity of yours ! 

DUO.^Zoravda and Beauchamp. 

Heerve one sigh when virtue failsj 
.Breathe one hope that Heaven may spare; 
f' ^r^ar more sweet than Indian gates 
fj),he breath that forms the prayer. 
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Drop one tear when sorrows light 
On some blameless mourner'' s head ; 

Joy ne'er makes the eye so bright 
As a I ear for others shed. 

[^Exeunt Beauchamps l,h. Zora^da^ RyiU 

SCENE IV. — Modish's Library. — Table and four 
Chairs. 

Enter Modisit, r.h. and Mrs. Secret, l.h. 
meeting. 

Mod. Now, Secret ! what’s the matter ? 

Sec. Oh ! dear sir, I’m so flastrated ! never may 
your honour give me a new gown again, if the porter 
hasn’t let in the old usurer ! 

Mod. Who ? the usurer ? what Squeez’em ? 

Sec. Yes, sir! I believe that’s the monster’s name. 

Mod. The devil ! Yet I dare not refuse to see him» 
and here he comes, — away Secret, away ! 

\_Exit Secrety r.h. 

John introduces Squebz’rm, l.h.(1) 

Mod. Good Heaven! is it you, my dear Mr. 
Squeez’em ? Why, you look charmingly ! charming- 
ly, I jjrotest ! 

Squeez 7ou’re mighty good, sir ! I made bold to 
call — ^ 

Mod. Ym very glad you did ; 1 wa^ just wonder- 
ing why 1 hadn’t seen you so long : why don’t 

you call oftener ? I’m alwd5*s»^.ppy to^see my best 
friend, Mr. Squeez’em ! 

Saueez* I am much flattered by your kindness, sir. 
— Tnere is a— 

Mod. I beg you’ll be seated ; who waits ? a chair 
for Mr. Squeez’em. 

(1) lliis scene was suggested by Monsieur Dimanche in ^ La 
tin tie Pierre.*' 
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Squeez.. It’s ^uite unnecessary ; for I only— * 

, I must insist upon it. My good friend, sit 

'yl^urself^down, — {They sit.) — And now tell me, how 
arfl your ^ihildren ? All well, I hope ? No meazles ? 
no^ooping-cough ? no — 

Sx^ueez. None, sir, none, 1 thank you ; but there is 
a litti*^ 

A/ocT.^ A little one coming, is there? I beg I may 
stand god-father. 

Squeez. Lord ! sir, you mistake ; I’d only — 

Mod. Why, isn’t dear Mrs. Squeez’em likely to— 

Squeez. Dear Mrs. Squeez’em has nothing at all 
to do with what I’m come about. To be plain with 
you, Mr. Modish, there is a little affair, which — 

Mod. A little siffair ? Oh! you sly rogue. What, 
which must be a secret between you and me ? Well, 
well, I promise you, Mrs. Squeez’em shan’t hear a 
word of it. And so the little girl is pretty, is she ? 

Squeez. Lord, sir, 1 can’t get you to hear me out ; 
and I’ve walked here all the way from St. Mary Axe 
on purpose to — 

Mod. Walked here! What, all that way? Then 
pray take some refreshment, for I’m sure you must be 
mtigued. — {Rises.) — Here, John, tea, coffee— or per- 
haps you’d prefer a glass of wine? Only say what you 
like, and — 

Squeez. Dear sir, there’s nothing 1 should like so 
much at present^ as to have you listen to what I want 
to say. 


Mod. Sure’y, surely ; — {Sits again .) — ^you won’t 
take any refr^Tshmen* 

Squeez. None, 1 thank you, sir ; I’m in a hurry to 
return home, and only wish to ask — 

Mod. In a hurry to return home ? — (iigsw.)— Then, 
for heaven’s sake, don’t let me detain you. Here, 
John, light Mr. Squeez’em down stairs. 

Sq' feez. Sir, I only want to — (i2»ef.) 

idi ^ To get home; I know it, — ^good night.' 
Sfveez. I should be glad to— 

Mod. To go ; pray suit your own convenience, but 
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I’m greatly obliged to you for this call. Chattinp^ 
away an hour with a friend like you, is so amusi^.^^^^ 
Open the door, John. ^ ^ 

Squeez. If you’d only be so good as to p^y — ; 

Mod. My respects to Mrs. Squcez’em ; 1 sliall take 
the first opportunity, and bring Ijady Clara wiA^'me ; 
till when, adieu, my dear Mr. Squeez’em : consider 
me as your fast friend, and be assured, that T shall aU 
ways be delighted to serve you to the very utmost 
extent of my ability. [£;rt7 Squeez^erriy l.h. 

Mod. So, he’s gone at last; and now— 


.Se-e/jfer Squeez’em, l.h. 


Squeez. But sir, before I go — 

Mod. Oh ! the devil 1 

Squeez. In short, sir, I came here to settle my ac- 
count with you, and settle my account with you 1 will, 
before I leave this house, or know the reason why ! 

Mod. Your account ? Oh ! very well ; in a few 
days — 

Squeez. A few days won’t do ; I’m in immediate 
want; and — J 

Mod. Indeed ? that alters the case ; and I 

expect my attorney every moment, to pay me a large 
legacy : so leave your address, and I’ll send your 
money home directly— good morning. 

^ {Crosses to Ij.u.) 

Squeez. Send the money ? I can’t'think of troubling 
you so much ; ancj if you expect the’ attorney imme- 
diately, I'll sit down, and he comes. 

{Sits down r.h.) 

Mod. {Aside.) Is there no getting rid of him ! 

Saueez. Charming weather ! 

Mod. {Aside.) Could I leave the house unper- 
ceived. {Going off L.H.) 

Enter Sparkle bowings l,h. 

Death and furies ! another creditor ! 


Sc 
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Spark. Sir, I made bold — 

« M^d. {Aside.) I have it.— Oh! is it you?— 
' cam^ in the very nick of time : wait one moment, 
and)— Squeez'em.) — Do you know that 
person ? 

Squeez. Haven’t the honor. 

Mod. That’s Mr. Latitat, my attorney : he brings 
me a laige legacy, and will discharge your account 
immediately. 

Squeez. Oh ! dear sir ! — {Aside.) — so I shall get 
my money at last ! {Rises.) 

Mod. {Aside to Sparkle.) Do you know that 
person ? 

Spark. Never saw him in all my life ! 

mod. That’s Mr. Lattitat, my attorney : he brings 
me a large legacy, and will discharge your bill imme- 
diately. 

Spark. Oh 4 Lord sir ! it wasn’t for that I — {Aside.) 
— So, at last I shall get rid of this bad debt ! 

Mod. Gentlemen, let me have the honor of intro- 
ducing you to each other.— (Bowing equality to both.) 
—This, sir, is Mr. Latitat : He’ll discharge all your 
demands, and I now wish you good morning. 

[^Crosses to l.h. and Exit. 

Squeez Sr Spark. Sir, your most obliged, and 
obedient humble servant. 

Spark. Won’t you sit, sir ? 

S^eez. Sir, here’s a chair much at your service, 
— {They sit xsMh much ceremony: a silence of some 
moments^ each Expecting the other to speak.)— Yexy 
worthy gentleman, Mp.^ M<?dish. 

Spark. None better ! 

Squeez. No man’s word. to be more depended on ! 
—{Another silence.) — suppose, sir, we proceed to 
business ? 

Spark. Whenever you’re ready, sir. I’ve a little 

billVe— 

Sqae^z. {Aside.) A little bill! May 1 ask. the 
/ Spark. Not more than 6000/. sir. 
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Sqme%. (Aside.) A bank bill of 6000/. ? never 
before hoard of a bill to so lar^ an amount. ^ ^ 

Spark. Oh! Lord sir! I dare say Mr, IV^dfshjhasf^ 
many larger,— but if you doubt my honour— 

Squeez. Oh! dear, no, sir ! 

Spark. If my bill doesn’t satisfy you — 

Squeez. Oh! sir, it will more than satisfy me. 
Spark. Then permit me to — 

(They exchange their Bills.) 
Squeez. (Reading.) To Samuel Sparkle— p'* 
Spark. (Reading ) ^‘Account between Solomon 
Squeez’em, and” — Pray, sir, what am I to do with 
this? 

Squeez. Discharge it, if you please. 

Spark. Zounds ! sir, I expect you to do that for 
mine. 

Squeez. Come, come! Mr. Latitat— 

Spark. Latitat? why, you’re Mr, Latitat? 

Squeez. No, you’re Mr. Latitat ? 

Spark. Then who the devil are you ? 

Squeez. Why, Solomon Squeez’em the money- 
broker ! 

Spark. A bite, by this light I Look’ec sir, I’m Mr. 
^odish’s creditor, and 1 fancy you arc the same. 

Squeez. What, you too a creditor? — A cheat ! an 
impostor ! 

^ar\. A swindling — cringing — 
squeez. Fawning — flattering — 

(Ringing the hell violently^ n.H.) 
Spark. That’s right, Mr. Squeess’em, ring away, 
and ril help you !— X Ringing the hell, l.ii. ) 

QU ART LTTO,— Sparer. Sqcjekz. John, and Sec. 

Squeez. 8^'\Ting-aAingle! Ting-a-tingle / 

Spar. S Make the hells more loudly jingle. 

Tingle! Jingle! Ting^a-tingl 
Ring away, sir! ring! ring! .ifit^g! 

Enter John, l.h, Mrs. Secret, r.h. 



Joim 

Sec, 


Squeez, 
John, 
Spark. 
Sec, 
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Mercy on usy what a riot ! 

Surcy he means to break the bell : 

Give your arms a little quiet! 

What you wanty shy please to telL 
Whereas your master ? 

He*s gone out,, 
Whereas your mistress ? 


Both gone out? 


She^s gone out. 


John \All gone out 
See. 

Squeez, 

Spark* 

John. 

Sec, 


} Whatls all this noise about ? 

When return they ? 

Hussey y speak ? 

Not to-nighty sir : 

Not this week ! 
^^ar^* iVb/ this week ? Ok ! fire and fury ! 

^ /— mady it V plain / 

Sqiicez, You shall think sOy Til assttreycy 
Spark. I When I come this way again ! 

John Sf‘ j Both are outy sirsy Til assure yey 
Sec, J Pray, be pleased to call again. 

[^Exeunt John and Mrs, Secret y r.ii., Sparkle 
and Squeez'emy l.h. 


END OF ACT I. 


ACT II. 

SCENE l.—A room at Mrs. Ormondes. — Table and 
two chairs, 

, Enter Mhs. Ormond and Anne, r.ii. 

ifefri. O. Nay, Anne, it must be so ; I must part 
with him. 


c 
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Anne. Part with Frank, madam ? why you’ll Iteier 
persuade him to go, that’s certain ; Oh ! here he 
comes ! ^ 

Mrs. O. Leave us. Anne, l.u. 


Enter Frank, l.h. 

Frank. Anne said, madam, that you had orders 
for — 

Mrs. O. I have, Frank; and Fgiveyou orders for 
the last time. 

Frank. {Starting.) Ma— madam ! 

Mrs. O. It grieves me to say it, my good fellow, 
but we must part. 

Frank. Part, madam ! — Part? 

Mrs. O. Even so ; there is unfortunately no re- 
medy. What is due to you ? — 

{Taking out her purse.) 

Frank. And you really turn me aw ay ? 

Mrs. O. Turn you away ? No ; but I’m constrained 
to dismiss you. 

Frank. Dismiss me ? — ^very well ! — do it ! — but I 
won’t go ! 

Mrs. O. Nay, but, Frank — 

Frank. And you can be cruel enough to turn me 
away? Jr. Mr. Ormond’s family have I lived forty 
years, man and boy, and now all of a sudden you turn 
me away. 

Mrs. 0. But hear me, njy good fellow ! I am unable 
longer either to maintain or pay you — 

Frank. I don’t want to be paid ! I don’t want to 
be maintained ! I ask but to see you every morning, 
and be assured you arc in health ; I ask hut to see my 
young master grow up the ihiage of his father ; carry 
him in my arms while he^'s a child, and when he’s a 
man to die in his service ! 1 ask but this, and you re- 
fuse me ! Yet you cannot surely be so cruel ; you 
could never really mean to drive me away. — {Kneel 
ing.) — Dear good lady, comfort me ! say you did 
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but to try me, say you never really meant to part with 
your poor and faithful Frank ! 

Mrs. O. {Affected.} Rise, rise, my good fellow ! 
Yes, you shall remain with me ! Rather will 1 endure 
any inconvenience, than pain a heart so feeling ! 

Frank. Inconvenience ? Lord bless you, madam, 1 
shall rather relieve you than occasion any. I am yet 
strong and hearty • I can labour, can work my 
fingers to the bones in your service ; and rather than 
you or yours should want wherewithal to eat, heaven 
ibrgive me if 1 wouldn't consent to your eating me ! 

L.H. 

Mrs. O. Noble heart ! 

Re-enter Frank, by Rivers, l.h. 

Frank. This way, sir ! — gentleman to wait on 
you, madam. l.h. 

Riv. When I left England, madam, you were so 
young that probably no trace remains in my cousin 
Emily’s remembrance — 

Mrs. O. Is it possible ? Surely, sir, I now speak 
to Mr, Rivers. 

Riv. Even so ; but if you recollect my story as well 
as my features, I fear you are not prejudiced in my 
favour : my juvenile follies — 

Mrs. O. {Eagerly.} Sir, my father loved you ; 
his friends can never ne judged harshly by me. 

Riv. (Aside.} What a contrast ! 

Mrs. O. But pray inibca me, I fear your expedi- 
tion to the East — 

Riv. The East, my dear lady, was sufficiently 
kind ; but on my return, a tempest swept in one mo- 
ment away the mins of eighteen painful years. 

Mrs. O. 1 f^l for your disappointment most sin- 
cerely. 

Riv. And now were it not presumptuous — 

Mrs. X). Presumptuous ? Oh i my good sir ! 

Riv. Then at once ; how comes it, that your si- 
tu^Uon diTers from your brother’s so strangely ? 
c 2 
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Mrs, O. Alas! Mr. Rivers, my husband’s nature, 
generous and benevolent to excess, ultimately proved 
our ruin. He was compelled to part with his estate, 
and we retired to an humble retreat, where my be- 
lo\ed Ormond expired. This avowal must excuse 
my not oflering you that assistance, which I should 
aftord you most willing, and which I much fear, 
you greatly uant. But doubtless, on applying to my 
brother — 

Hiv, I //ore applied. 

Mrs. O. And the result w^as— 

7iiv. Coldness and scorn. 

Mrs. O. Indeed! — Oh, George! — Well, well; we 
w ill not despond : in my poverty, I have still some 
fiiends, I trust, both able and willing to oblige me: 
to ihcsc will 1 recommend you ; and, as you may al- 
ready have contracted some little debts, pray make use 
of this trifle to discharge them:— if not sufficient, 
only say it, and the sum shall be encreased. 

(Offers him money.) 

Riv. Madam — cousin — Emily I — Nay, now my heart 
must burst ! 

Mrs. O. I^et not such a trifle — 

Riv. Forgive me, dearest Emily, forgive me! — 
Here ! take it, take it, and heaven make you as happy 
with it as you deserve to be. 

( (jiving her a pockeUbooJc^ which she opens.) 

Airs. O. How ? — notes ! and to a large amount ? — 
\V iiat can this mean ? 

Riv. It means that I desQive to be hanged, drawn, 
and quartered, for giving one moment’s uneasiness to 
such a heart. I am rich, Emily, rich 1 — Yet, I lie ; 
fijr all that was mine is now yours. 

Mrs. O. Amazement ! — Can this l>e real? 

Riv. A few hours shall convince you of its truth ; 
nor can you feel better pleased to be heiress of my 
riches, than I' feel at finding an heiress who deserves 
them. 

Mrs. O. Your heiress? — I heard that you were., 
married,— that you had a daughter— ^ 
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Hiv. I had— I had ! and that daughter, — Oh, Emi- 
ly, she was the image of her mother ; was the delight 
of my eyes, was the solitary blessing of my existence; 
and while that one blessing was mine, I thought that I 
jjossessed every other. This daughter, — this very ido- 
lized daughter, — abandoned me lor a villain — and her 
father became childless ! ( Crosses to ii . ii . ) 

JSFrs. O. Is she, (hen, dead ? 

, Riv, To me, for ever; she fled from India, doubt- 
less, with the perfidious Dorimant ; and what has 
since become of her I know not, — 1 care not. Pr’y- 
thee, Emily, mention her no more. — But now to begin 
my preparations ; for, by six o’clock, you must be 
lodged in your own house, attended by your own ser- 
vants, and ready to welcome me at >our own table. 

]\[rs. O. But, dear sir, this great haste — 

Riv. Oh, hang delay ; what 1 do, I do at once, 
and so, farewell for the present. {Crosses to L.ii.) 

3Irs- O. But at least take back these notes; their 
value — 

Riv. Is trifling, when compared ndth that of your 
present! — (Kissing //.) — But never, — no, while 1 
have life, — never will 1 part with this! I’ll wear it 
next my heart as a talisman ; for you gave it when 
you could full ill aflbrd it ; and gave it, too, from the 
noblest of motives, — compassion for (he distressed, and 
respect for the memory of a father. [£^*7, L.ir. 

Mrs, O, This event, so unexpected, so sudden ! — 
Oh, from what a weight is my bosom relieved ! — Wil- 
liam, my dear William! thy prospects are bright 
again ! — Hark ! ’twas his'infant voice, his infant cry ! 
— Ah, my poor child ; in vain may fortune give thee 
riclies ; the most precious of all treasures is lost to 
thee for ever, — a fond and virtuous father ! 

SONG. — Mrs. Ormond. 

Ah hy de nos,"*’ 

m 

Nought avails thy plaintive crying^ 

Hush^ dearest j hush / 
c 3 
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In the grave thy father's lyings 

Hush^ dearest^ hush f 
Tears and sighs in vain endeavour 
Back to call the lov'd for ever / 

Never wilt thou see him^ never I 

Husky dearesty hush ! 

See ! no tears my grief are tellings 

Husky dearesty hush ! 

Hark ! no sighs my breast are swellingy 
Hush, dearesty hush I 
No complaint nor murmur making y 
Nought betrays my heart is aching; 

Yet it's breakingy breaking y breaking ! 

Husky dearesty hush ! 

Footsteps on the stairs ! — {Looking off l.h.) — Beau* 
champ’s letter induced me to expect nim^ and doubt- 
less — ^How ! Lord Listless ! 

Lord Listlbss, l.h. 

Lord L. Even he. But you seem surprised at my 
visit. 

Mrs. O. {Coldly,) Lady Clara, I suppose — 

Lord L. No ; Clara’a quite out of tne question : 
the thought’s entirely iriy own, I’ll assure you : but 
don’t let yonr joy overpower you. 

Mrs. O. My joy! 

Lord L, Yes; for you must know, my dear crea- 
ture, I’m in love with you, 

Mrs, O, You, my lord ! you I 

Lord L. To distraction, ’pon my soul ! ( Carelessly.y 

Mrs. O. I can scarcely credit my hearing ! 

LordL, And here 1 am, for the express purpose of 
making you proposals. 

Mrs, O. I protest, I am so surprised— 

Lord L, I’ve ordered ray lawyer to draw up a 
handsome settlement ; and as these apartments are but 
loy lay you had better remove to my house immediately. 
La Fleur, — mv carriage ! — ^Will you come ? 

Mrs. O. {Aside,) The coxcomb I — My lord, I will 
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be candid with you. Could I so easily forget Mr^ Or- 
mond’s loss, 1 must frankly own, that your lordship is 
by no means the man whom 1 think likely to make 
me happy in a second marriage. 

Lord L. Marriage \ ray dear creature, who said a 
word on the subject ? Nothing could be farther from 
my thoughts, for I think marriage a great bore : don’t 
you ? — Now, what I meant, was that sort of amicable 
arrangement, which, when we grow tired of each 
other (as I doubt not we soon shall) may leave both at 
liberty to pursue our separate inclinations. Thus stands 
the case : you are jx)or, I am rich ; you are handsome, 
so arn I ; despise, then, the opinions of prudes and 
cynics, and sharing a splendid establishment w ith love 

and me, ( Yawning.) 

Mrs. O. Beyond a doubt, must be iDcrfectly en- 
chanting ! — (Aside.) — Insolent coxcomb ! Yet, he’s 
so absurd, that anger here would be ridiculous. 

Lord L. Yes, I thought you’d like the proposal. 
Nay, I should have flown to you with it upon the wings of 
love a month ago, if something or other hadn’t conti- 
nually driven it out of my head : and if my valet hadn’t 
put me in mind of it this morning, ’pon my soul, I be- 
lieve I shouldn’t have remembered it at all. 

Mrs. O. It were better, my lord, that you never 
had ; for 1 cannot hold your insolent oSers in greater 
contempt than I do their proposer. (Goings h.h) 
Lord L. Nonsense! — Come, come, don’t be silly, 
child ! — My carriage is at the door, and I must posi- 
tively take you away with me. 

Mrs. O. My lord ! — I beg — I entreat you — 

Lord L. Now, why the devil give me all this trou- 
ble ? — Nay, come you must, ’pon my soul ! 

Mrs. O. Nay, then, — Frank! — Frank, I say! — 
Help ! help ! 


-Ew/cr Bratjch AMP, l.h, 

Beau. (Setsimg Lord Listless^ turns him to l.h. 
c 4 
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and disengages Mrs, Ormondy who sinhs into a chair y 
L.H.) Rascal ! how dare you — Hey, the devil ! Lord 
Listless ! — And what brings your lordship here ? 

Lord L. Poh 5 Beauchamp! ’tis a mere joke. Mrs. 
Ormond was alarmed without reason, and thought 
proper — 

Beau, Without reason ? — I doubt it not ; I believe 
no one has much to fear from your lordship. 

Lord, L, I don’t understand that sneer ; but the 
immediate cnforccmenf of your bond shall convince 
you, that you, sir, at least, have something to fear 
from me. This will be merely a proper mode of pun- 
ishing your present conduct; and, ’pon my soul, I 
should be in a confounded rage, if being angry were 
not too great an exertion for a man of fashion. 

\^Exily L.ii. 

Beau, Mean coxcomb ! — Mrs. Ormond, I fear your 
agitation — 

Mrs, O, Oh, my tears have relieved me : — but how 
can I sufficiently thank you for your interference ? 

Beau. By accepting without scruple this from Zo- 
rayda. (Giving a packet,) 

JHrs,0. And its contents are — (Opening it,) — No- 
ble, — noble girl ! And while such is her conduct, how , 
Colonel Beauchamp, how can you justify your own, 
cither to her or to yourself ? 

Beau, '."/hat should I do ? 

Mrs, O, Can you ask me ? Restore Zorayda to vir- 
tue and her fcithcr. 

Beau, On one condition you shall be obeyed. A re- 
port has reached me, that many months are past since 
my wife expired at Turin. For that place 1 mean in- 
stantly to set out, anxious to ascertain the fact ; which, 
if true, leaves me at liberty to repair my injuries to 
Zorayda ; and, if false — 

Mrs, O, You will then be guided by me ? 

Beau, There is my hand : — on my honour, I will. 
Yet, how to tell Zorayda that I must leave her. 

Mrs, O, Be that my care. 

Beau, Dear Mrs. Ormond, would you but under- 
take that painful task — 
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Mrs. O. It shall be done, thoii^»h not exactly by 
me ; situated as 1 am with Lady Clara, J cannot 
inyscir to her house uiiiiivitod ; but I think Mr. Rivers 
may, without impropriety, under the pretence of re- 
turning to Zorayda this now unnecessary present. 

Jieau. Unnecessary? 

Mrs, O. Rivers is in truth wealthy ; and, therefore, 
Zorayda’s gift being now superfluous, I will persuade 
him to return it to her himself; then, while express- 
ing his gratitude, he may take an opportunity of con- 
vincing her that your absence is necessary, and may 
press her, till the result of your enquiries shall have 
determined he.r future conduct, to accept of an asylum 
ill my house. 

Beau. And will you, Mrs. Ormond, — will you ha- 
zard your reputation, and — 

Airs. O. Hush, hush! no more of this. You accept 
then my proposal ! 

Beau, With transport ! — But by heaven you are an 
angel! — Oh, Mrs. Ormond! did all your sex think 
like you — would chastity stretch forth her hand to as- 
sist the penitent, not raise it to plunge her deeper — 
many a poor victim of imprudence now struggling 
with the billows, might easily regain the shore ! — But 
when some unhappy girl has made the first false step, 
branded with shame, courted by vice, and shunned bv 
virtue, no wonder that she flics from remorse to the 
arms of luxury, and purchases a momentary oblivion 
to her sorrows by a repetition of the fault which 
caused them. 

DUO. — Bbauciiamp and Mas. Ormond. 

JVhj/ tarries my love^ 

Oh., shed for the liJy^ which tempests have spoil* dy 
One tear for sweet charily^ s sake: 

Its cup is o*erfully and Us leaves are all soiPd, 

And it droopsy as just ready to break, 

• • WelUa day. 


c J 
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From the earth which defiles it but raise its head up^ 

And shake from its bosom the rain ; 

And the lily no longer shall bend down its cup. 

But shall live, and be spotless again ^ — 

Many a day I 

\Fxeunt, Beauchamp l.h. and Mrs. Ormond r.ii. 

SCENE II . — A Room at Lady Clara^s, — Another 

is seen through folding Doors. — {Same as in Act I; 

Scene II.) 

Enter Lord Listlkss and Modish, u.n. 

Lord L. A peer and a man of fashion lend money ? 
Mad, positively mad, dear Modish, or such an idea 
could never have entered your head ! 

Mod. Is it so strange, then, to expect assistance 
from a brother ? 

Lord L. No ; but uncommonly strange to expect 
money from a man of fashion. 

Mod. Absurd, when the largeness of your income — 

Lord. L. Is absolutely necessary for the largeness 
of my exjKJiiditure. Ton my soul, my dear fellow, I 
could almost imagine, that you have quite forgotten 
how absolutely necessary it is for a man in my situa- 
tion to keep up a certain style; to have horses ho 
never rideo, houses he never inhabits, and mistresses 
he scarcely knows by sight. In short, these unneces- 
sary necessities are so innumerable, that I am myself 
much straitened in my circumstances, and mean to 
insist immediately upon the payment of Beauchamp’s 
bond. 

Mod. How, Lord Listless I that bond which — but 
this is foreign to the subject : — will you oblige me with 
the sum I mentioned ? 

Lord L. I can't, ’pon my soul ! 

Mod. Say rather, you won^t; I shall be better 
pleased. 

Lord L. Shall you ? Then, I wonH, ^pon my soull 

Mod. I’ve done. If you can justify to yourself this 
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conduct towards so near a relation as Lady Cl'ira, and 
a man whom you call your friend, i— 

Lord Li. Friends ! relations ! — ridiculous! My dear 
Modish, you surely forget that I’m a citizen of the 
world, an universal philanthropist : and as to my na- 
tural friends and relations, I don’t care that — (Swop- 
;)«/7g his fingers) — for them all put together, ’pon my 
soul! L.. 11 . 

• Mod. Contemptible ! — Yet, how dare 1 arraign his 
conduct, when 1 remcml)er how little did compassion 
sway my own this morning to poor llivcrs. But now 
what resource is left me ? By this light, I know of 
none, except my Ic.aving England for ever. — And why 
should that thought cost me one sigh of regret ? or 
who at my departure will shed one tear of real sorrow ? 

SONG. — Modish. 

From the Poem of^^ Childe HaroldJ*^ 

Ah ! zoho would heed the seeming sighs 
Of wife or paramour f 

New loves will dry those bright blue eyesy 
We now see streaming o*er. 

For pleasures past I do not grieve^ 

Nor perils hovering near; 

My deepest sorrow i.v, to leave 
No thing that claims a tear. 

With thecy my baric y Vll swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine; 

Nor heed what land you bear me to. 

So not again to mine. 

Welcome, welcomcy ye dark-blue waves; 

And when you fail my sight. 

Welcome, ye deserts and ye caves. 

My native land, sood-mght^ \_Exit, n.u. 

Exiter John and Miss Chatteuall, r.h. 

Miss Chat. Let Lady Clara know that I arn here. 

\^Exit John, r.ji. 

c 6 
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Enter Walsingham, r.h.s.e. 

Miss Chat, Oh, lord, Mr. Walsingham ! 

TFals, Oh, lord, Miss Chattemll ! 

Miss Chat, I’ve got such a story to tell you ! 

TVals. “ A story to tell?” — I dare say you have. 

Miss Chat. Do you know Miss llloomly ? 

Wals. Only by character. 

Miss Chat. Then you know the worst of her, for 
her character’s monstrous shocking, that’s the truth 
on’t. But, would you believe it ^ — She’s crooked ! — 
How comical, an’t it ? 

Wals. Crooked! Impossible. 

Miss Chat, Oh, but her most intimate friend told 
me so just now with her own mouth. 

Wals, Her friend! — A pretty sort of a friend, by 
my htmouT ! 

Miss Chat, Nay, but Mr. Walsingham, there was 
no harm in telling it to me, for she knew very well it 
would go no further, 

Wals. Did she ? Then I pronounce her a most 
learned lady, for she knows what no other person in 
London docs, man, woman, or child. 

(Crosses to l.h.) 

3Iiss Chat~ Well but, now, don’t repeat this story, 
I beg ; fci nobody else knows it ; and I only mean to 
lell it to Lady Clara, and a few particular friends, un- 
der a profound promise of secrecy. 

Wals, There you are quite riglit : whenever you 
wish a malicious report to circulate, you should Jilw ays 
relate it as an inviolable secret : tell a fine lady a scan- 
dalous anecdote, under a promise of secrecy, and I’ll 
be bound that it’s known all over London within four- 
and-twenty hours after. [Exit^ l.ii. 

Miss. Chat. I declare, now, he doesnU believe a 
word of it, and that’s monstrous provoking ! However, 
I hope it will still serve to break off' Miss Bloomly’s 
marriage with young Flash. Well, 1 protest, 1 can’t 
conceive how it is that every body contrives to get 
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' married except myself! I’m sure, 1 do all in my pow- 
er ; grudge no expense in fans, feathers, cold cream, 
pearl-powder, and bloom of oriental lilies; and it was 
but last week, that 1 paid the lord knows what for a new 
pair of the very best arched eye-brows ! Y'^et, all won’t 
do ; and I’m sure it’s — it’s cursed provoking, so it is ! 

Enter ZoiLKY DA. l.h. 

Oh, Miss Mandeville, do you know — 

Zor. Alas ! Yes, Miss Chatterall ; 1 know it but 
too well ! 

Miss Chat. Oo you ? Oh, gemini ! — Who could 
have told you ? 

Zor. The town talks of nothing else : at first, in- 
deed, I wouldn’t believe the story ; but the redness of 
your eyes proves it to be but too well-foiimlcd. 

Miss Chat. The redness of my eyes! — Dear, w'hat 
can you mean ? 

Zor. I’m sure, 1 pity you sincerely ; but how could 
you be so imprudent ? flow could you think ofgoing 
ill your own carriage to the place where your little boys 
are nursed ? 

Miss Chat. My little boys I 

Zor. Nay, it’s too late to pretend ignorance ; I 
know the story but too well. 

Miss Chat. Do you ? Then pray let me know it 
too ; for let me die if this isn’t the first word I ever 
heard of it. 

Zor. Nay, this is carrying the jest too far; since 
every body knows you were married in St. Martin’s 
church to a serjeant of the guards, of the name of Bra- 
zen, on the 17th of last June, at five-and-thirty mi- 
niiies past eleven, odd seconds ; and that you have at 
this moment two fine little boys at nurse with Mrs. 
Mum, No. 9, Paradise Row, three doors from the red 
lamps and green railing. Why, dear me, every bo- 
dy knows it as well as 1 do ! 

Miss Chat. Oh, mercy ! — What ! I marry a ser- 
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jeant in the guards ! I have fine little boys ! I visit a 
vulgar Mrs. Mum ! Oh, horrid ! Oh, monstrous ! 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

SSor. Really, Mrs. Brazen — 

Miss Chat. Don^t call me Mrs. Brazen ! — 1 won’t 
be called Mrs. Brazen 1 {Crosses to r.h.) 

Zor. Nay, ’tis a disagreeable situation, I own, and 
1 declare I pity you extremely. 

Miss Chest. Don’t pity me. Miss ! — {Crosses to l.h.) 
— I won’t bear to be pitied ! There’s not a syllable of 
tnilh in the story, and I’m surprised you could believe 
such a thing. 

ZoT. Oh, but I had it from your fiiend, Mrs. 
Blab-all ; and you believe all the scandal she talks 
to be gospel.” 

Miss Chat. Mrs. Blab-all ! A malicious creature ! 
But I always thought her a very bad woman ! I’ll go 
this moment, and tell her — But even if this story 
were true, I don’t understand, Miss, why you should 
talk to me about it, of all people in the world ! 

Zor. Dear! I thought talking over the subject 
would console you ! Did not you go this morning to 
Lady Cog well, on purpose to talk over the story of her 
cheating ? 

Miss Chat. Yes, but I did that merely to teaze her. 

Zor. Did you ? Then I vow and protest that’s the 
very reiison why I did this! 

Miss Chat. Indeed! Then, let me tell you, Miss — 

Zor. Come, Miss Chatterall, even make yourself 
easy. After till, this story of the serjeant is simply an 
ex^riment of mine, to ascertain how you would bear 
being the heroine of such an anecdote, as 1 have fre- 
quently heard you relate of others ; and 1 trust it will 
convince you, that murdering characters is not an 
amusement quite so harmless as you and your ac- 
quaintance seem to think it.(l) 


(1) I am told that there is a speech very like the one above, in the 
School for Scandai,*’ but 1 do n<H recollect it myself. 
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Miss Chat. Very well, Miss! Very well! Bat 
since you think proper to take such liberties with — 

Zor. Nay, nay, either be calm, or excuse iny leav- 
ing you ; since, if the storm must rage, I prefer, infi- 
nitely, hearing it at a distance. 

BALLAD. — ZoRAYDA. 

Cease^ rude Boreas. 

Still thv: tempest^ wildly raging^ 

List^ fair lady^ list to me : 

Let my prayers^ your wrath assuaging^ 

Calm your bosom's stormy sea. 

Anger now would sure be silly ^ 

Nothing should your peace destroy y — 

While you think on little Billy y 
Serjeant Brazen's oz0n sweet boy. 

lEsity n.H. 

Miss Chat. A saucy chit f I protest, she has so flur- 
ried me, that 1 dare say, just now, 1 look as hideous 
as herself! — And heroes somebody coming, too ! — I’ll 
step into the next room, and settle myself before the 
glass, {Retires through m.d.) 

Efiler John, Jj.u. followed by Rivers. 

Riv. Say to Miss Mandeville, that a gentleman has 
a message from Mrs. Ormond. — [Exit Johny through 
M.D.] — I feel not a little embarrassed at entering upon 
a business so delicate. How the deuce shall I open the 
conversation ? — Nay, there’s no time for reflection, for 
here comes the lady. 

Miss Chat. (Advancing from m.d. etnd looking at 
him through her eye-glass.) Uml a stranger! — And 
really, a personable man. — I’ll accost him,— If you 
wish,:sir, to see Lady Clara, — (Comes down r.h.) 

Riv. No, madam ; ray business is with you. My 
name is Rivers, and I come here authorized by Colonel 
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Beauchamp, to converse with you on a very delicate 
subject. — (Aside.) — Well, hang me, If I can see an 
atom of the youth and beauty which Mrs. Ormond 
praised so highly ! 

Miss ChnL By Beauchamp, did you say, sir ? By 
Colonel Beauchamp ? 

Jiiv. You seem surprised, madam; but suffer me 
to say, that Beauchamp’s attachment to you — 

3Iiss Chat. Attachment to me! — I’m sure, if he 
ever had any, he kept it a profound secret. 

liiv. Ah, madam, you flatter yourself ! In spite of 
his precautions, that secret is now so well knoun, 
that things can no longer remain as they arc, and some 
change in your situation ought to take place as soon 
as possible/ I trust, madam, jou are of my opinion. 

J\Iiss Chat. Why, really, sir — to say the truth — 1 
can’t deny that I am rather of your way of thinking. 
But, as Colonel Beauchamp has a wife — 

Riv. That wife, he has great reason to believe, ex- 
ists no longer. 

Miss Chat. (Looking pleased.) Indeed! Dear, sir, 
but that quite alters the case, you know. 

It does ; and should this event be ascertained, 
bis hand will immediately be offered, where his heart 
has long been given. — (Aside.) — Well, there cer- 
tainly is no 'accounting for tastes ! 

Miss Chat. Lord, sir! — Dear, sir! — (Aside.) — 
Thank heaven, then, I shall be married, after all ! 

Riv. But should Mrs. Beauchamp still be living — 

Miss Chat. (Sighing.) Then, sir, there’s an end 
of the whole business ! 

Riv. True, madam, and 1 rejoice that you feel the 
necessity : it emboldens me to say, without further ce- 
remony, that in case of your not marrying Beau- 
champ, all your friends think it right that you should 
set off immediately for India. 

Miss Chat. For India ! — Lord, sir, what should 
I do there ? Why must I needs be packed off to Jndia, 
beisause I can’t marry Colonel Beauchamp ? 

JBfo. My dear madam, ’tis absolutely necessary, — 
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aad as Mrs. Ormond is confident that Colonel Beau- 
champ is the only person who has ever been particular 
to you — 

Miss ChaL {Tossing her head.) Indeed, sir ? Upon 
my word then she’s very much mistaken. A ^rcat 
many people have been quite as particular as Colonel 
Beauchamp, I can assure her. 

Jtiv. How ! a great many ? 

^ Miss Chat. Yes, sir : fifty at least, 

lUv. Zounds, madam ! fifty ? 

Miss Chat. Bless me, sir ; what is there so strange 
in that ? Why, if I don’t marry for a year, 1 dare say 
there’ll be fifty more. 

lliv. The devil there will !-— Then, madam, your 
going to India — 

Miss (Jhat. I’d as soon go to the moon, sir ! — 
What, leave London, dear London, and the gay 
world, the dear gfiy world! The very thought on’t is 
quite odious and execrable, and all that, sir, an’t it ? 

Jtiv. But, miidam, madam, should your marriage 
not take place, can you think it proper that Beau- 
champ’s attachment to you should last 

Miss Chat. No, to be sure I don’t. The man is 
certainly well enough for a man ; but if he breaks 
w'ith me, I don’t despair of finding as good to supply 
his place. 

Jtiv. By heaven, this is too much! — Hear me, thou 
lost unhappy creature ! 

Miss Chat. Oh ! Lord bless me, what’s the matter ? 

Jtiv. Are you then indexed so dead to shame — But 
1 abandon you to those sorrow s which cannot fail to 
arise from principles so depraved ! 

Miss Chat. How ? What ? — Sir, how do you dare — 

Jtiv. Yet I thank you for not preserving the mask 
before me. I can now open Mrs. Ormond’s eyes, and 
shall insist u|)on her taking no further notice of a wo- 
man, who has not only broken down the pale of virtue, 
but w'bo glories in the breach ! Oh ! fie upon you 1 

Miss Chat. I ? — I ? — Oh ! monstrous ! — (Ringing 
the bell violenth/.) — Who waits there ? — Lady Clara ! 
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Mr. Modish ! where are you, Mr. Modish ? — Oh, i 
1 shall burst with rage ! 

{Throwing herself into a chairy R.ii.) 

Enter Lady Clara, r.h. 

Ladj/ C. For heaven’s sake, why is all this noise ? 

Miss Chat. {Rises ) Oh ! Lady Clara, I’ve been so 
shocked and insulted by that odious man in the black 
scratch. 

Lad^ C. Mr. Rivers here again ! 

Riv. Even he ; but 1 shall intrude upon your lady- 
ship no longer, than while 1 return this packet to 
Miss Mandeville, and with it my thanks. 

{Rivers goes to table ^ and puts letter down : af~ 
terwards gets l.h.) 

Miss Chat. Miss Mandeville ? so then it’s for her 
sake that I’ve suffered all these insults ! but I’ll be re- 
venged, Lady Clara, depend on't, I know her whole 
story, and to-morrow’s newspaper shall serve it up at 
every fashionable breakfast tabic in towm ; where 

Philanthropus” shall cry out shame upon her ! an 
indignant observer” pull her to pieces without mercy, 
and while one paper torments her with Gentle 
Hints” another shall pester her to death with Friend- 
ly Remonstrances.” — {Crosses to Rivers.) — Your 
servant, 1 "dy Clara. — Stand out of my way — fellow. 

(Passes Rivers and exit l.h.) 

Ladj/ C. Pm amazed at you, Mr. Rivers, what 
you can mean by this conduct ? — 

Riv. A time may come when your ladyship may not 
be perfectly satisfied with your own ; but however 
great may then be your contrition, remember that I 
now bid you an eternal farewell.— (6omg, he meets 
Beauchamp^ l.h. and starts back.) — Dorimant, by 
heaven. 

Bern. Ha ! Mortimer here ! 

Riv. (Seizing him.) Where is my child? .What 
conceals her ? Answer, or I spurn you at my 
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^\Ladi/ C. Bless me, Beauchamp, what means — 

Riv. Beauchamp ? — Ha ! then my poor girl is al- 
ready abandoned, abandoned for yon coquette ! But 
•this is no place for — (Crosses to l.h.)— You shall 
^ Jiear from me soon, sir ; — and till he does hear from 
me, sit thou heavy on his soul, curse of a distracted 
father. \_Esity l-h. 

Lady C. Why, what can the fellow — 

Beau, Oh ! Lady Clara, I shall go mad ! ’Tis 
iVtortimer ! ’tis the rich East-Indian, who — 

Lady C. Lord, no ! That is Rivers, our poor rela- 
tion, who — 

Beau. Oh ! no, no, no ! 1 know hini but too well ! 
But why do I linger here ? I’ll follow him, and either 
perish by his hand, or obtain from him Zorayda’s 
pardon ! [£x27, l.u. 

Lady C» Mortimer ? I protest I’m frigntened out 
of my senses ! 

Enter Modish, r.h. 

Mod, Ha ! Lady Clara, you seem agitated ? 

Lady C. Something has happened which — But I’ll 
know the truth of it this moment. 

Enter Secret, l.h. 

Lady C. Secret, let one of Mrs. Ormond’s servants 
be sent for instantly. 

Sec. F rank is below, my lady ; but begging your 
pardon, I think he’s a little intozlicated with liquor. 

Lady C. No matter, send him hither. 

[^Exit Secret^ l.h. 

Mod. But what can possibly — 

Lady C. You shall know all presently. — Oh, here 
he comes. 

Enter Mrs. Secret with Frank, l.h. who appears 
half drunk. 

Frank. Huzza 1 the East Indian for ever ! huzza I 
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Sec. Hush, hush, Frank ! Don’t you see — 

Ladj/ C. Come nearer, Frank, — {Frank crosses to 
Lady Clara,) — Pray does your lady know Mr. Ri- 
vers ? 

Frank, Know him ! Aye, that she does, heaven 
bless him ! — By your asking, I suppose by this time 
your ladyship knows him too ! Nay, he did lake you 
in finely, that’s the truth on’t. 

Lady C, The fellow’s tipsy! 

Frank, No, ma’am, Mrs. Secret's not tipsy ; that’s 
not it. But upon my soul, ma’am, 1 can't tell you 
the story properly, if you keep turning round and 
round in that comical manner. 

Mod, Took her in, say you ? {Crosses to Frank,) 

Frank. Yes, and your honour too, saving your pre- 
sence. Why he’s the great rich inonstracious nabob, 
Mortimer! He’s the East Indian! Huzza! the East 
Indian for — 

Sec, {Putting her hand before his mouth,) Hush ! 
hush, fellow ! 

Mod. How ! Mortimer ? 

Lady C, And — and is he so very rich? 

Frank. Oh ! not so very rich. His servant, indeed, 
Mr. Yambo-Zing, assured me he had brought over 
whole bushels of godas, and pecks of blue peas ! But, 
for all his boasting, 1 don’t believe he’s worth above 
two or three millions at mosl. 

Lady C*. iVi ill ions? oh mercy ! 

Mod. Confusion ! 

Frank. Bui *Hionest Frank,” says he, all I have 
is your lady’s.” Oh ! that made me mortal happy ! 
— ^And then, says he, ‘^honest Frank, Lady Clara 
shan’t have a farthing on’t.” Oh ! that made me a 
mortal deal happier ! — Huzza ! huzza !, The East In- 
dian for ever ! Huzza ! 

Sec. Hush ! Hush ! 

Mod. See, inada,m, see what your insensibility has 
thrown away. 

Lady C. My insensibility, sir ! oh, monstrous ! I, 
whose nerves are so delicate, that — {Crosses to l.h.) 
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Mod. Madam, madam, you have commuted the 
fault — you must repair it. Go this moment to my 
.sister’s, entreat her to intercede for us with Mr, Ri- 
vers, and either bring home his pardon, or never hope 
for mine. \_Exity r.h. 

Ladi/ C, Well, very well ! Secret, my shawl ! — 
l^Exit Secret y 1..11.] — I could cry for vexation! to be 
so imposed upon ! Now 1 warrant while the fellow was 
asking for half a crown, his pockets were stuffed with 
pearls and diamonds, and his odious black scratch had 
been papillotted with bank-notes I Oh ! it’s enough to 
drive one mad. [_Exit l.h. 

Franl\ What? gone? and left me alone in their 
own house ? My eyes, what low breeding ! 

£wtcrMRS. Secret, loho crosses the stage from l.ii. 
to R .11. 

Sec. John ! John, I say ! 

Frank. Mrs. Secret I sweet Mrs. Secret, stay, and 
hear what I’ve got to say to you ! 

Sec. Psha ! 1 don’t mind what you say. 

Frank. No ? then stay and hear what I’ve got to 
sing to you. 

Sec. Oh ! I’ve no time to hear you sin^, fellow ! 
John, John ! I say ! \_ExU^ n.ii. 

Frank. Haven’t you ! Well, then, I’ve time to hear 
myself sing, — and as a man who’s drunk sees a dozen 
candles, where a man who’s sober sees but one, so 
where a man who’s sober would sing but one song, I 
being drunk will sing a dozen — aye, and all at once 
too : — there’s for you ! — I wonder whether e’er a 
man in this house could do as much ? Not one, I 
warrant; so hold up your head, little Frank, and here 
goes — huzza ! The East Indian tor ever ! Huzza ! 
Huzza! Huzza! 

MEDLEY. — Frank. 

With an air 
Debonair, 
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I instruct the ladies ; 

Susan^ Jane^ arid Kitty ^ 

Lovely^ fair, and witty, 

I contrive to hit ye , — 

Come away, come away to the wedding; 

There will he tilting there. 

For Janets to be married to-morrow 
To a regiment of Irish dragoons. 

And they were quartered in Derby, O ! 

The captain fell in love 

With a long^tailed pig, or a shorUtailed pig. 

Or a pig with a curly tail ; 

A sow^pig ? 

No : ^twas a boar-pig. 

Who kissed and who prattled with fifty fair maids, 
And who changed them as oft do you see: 

But of all the fair damsels who dance on the green. 
The maid of the mill for me ; 

The maid of the mill, the maid of the mill, 

She cut her petticoats all abaoe her knees, fal, lal, 
la, Sfc. 

She began to freeze^ and she began to cry, 

OA,” says the little woman, “ Sure it carCt be 1 ; 
But if 1 be J, as I suppose 1 be, 

Fve a little dog at home who shewed me a flattering 
tail. 

That joy wo\ld soon return ; 

But, ah! no tears precail. 

For Isoce was made an apothecary : 

But no matter for that. 

It all comes as pat. 

It all comes as pat as it can; 

But for shaving and tooth-drawing. 

Bleeding, cabbaging, and sawing, 

Dicky Gossip, Dicky Gossip is the man ! 

Dicky Gossip is the man, Dtcky Gossip is the man 
To l^e a lass, 

As the cedar tall and slender; 

Sweet cowslips grace 
Her nominative case,— 
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And, if you please, Fll end here. 

\^ExU L.H. staggering. 

END OF ACT II. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I. — At Latly Clara's. — A chamber, with 
practicable door in centre. 

Enter Secret and Miss Cuatterall, l.u. 

Miss Chat. Your lady out? — How provoking!— 
But I’ll not go without seeing her, I’m resolved ; for 
poor thing, this shocking accident must have agitated 
her nerves terribly. 

Sec. Accident ? Oh ! Gemini, Miss ! what acci- 
dent ? 

Miss Chat. Nay, it’s no mystery, child ! It’s known 
all over the town, that Colonel Beauchamp and Lord 
Listless quarrelled this morning at Mrs. Ormond’s ; 
jealousy of the lady’s favours, it seems, was the cause ; 
and things went so far, that at length Beauchamp 
snatched up a blunderbuss, which happened to be 
lying on Mrs. Ormond’s breakfast table, and — 

Sec. Oh ! the goodness ! — But la ! how unlucky, 
that Mrs. Ormond should happen to have a blunder- 
buss lying on her breakfast-table t 

Miss Chat. Very unlucky indeed, child j but as I 
was saying, he instantly shot Lord Listless through 
the body, and the poor dead man lies at this moment 
at the point of death ! 

Sec. Why, then, ma’am, I verily believe that the 
poor dead man lies at this moment on the sofii in the 
blue drawing-room, and as the door is open, you may 
see him from hence yourself. 

Miss Chat. Hey ?— I protest, and so he does ! — 
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Well, I’m vastly glad there’s no truth in the story, and 
I’ll — {Crosses to R.ii.) — go and congratulate Miss 
Mandevillc on the occasion — for her attachment to 
Beauchamp, as you know very well, Mrs. Secret — 

Sec. I know indeed ? Oh ! the fathers ! I’d have 
you to know. Miss, that 1 knows what 1 knows, and 
never says nothing to nobody : so there’s no use in 
pumping me^ I’ll assure you, Miss. 

SONG. — Mrs. Secret. 

My mother did one rule bequeath^ 

Which still has been my creed : 

^Twas^ — Keep your tongue within your teeth^ 
Andy girly you must succeed.— 

My master and my lady fight 
Ltike dog and cat, Fve heard ; 

But, false or true, or wrong or right, 

I never said one word / 

For Fm mum ! Miss, mum ! 

lt*s now a twelvemonth past and gone, 

(7 hnjow the time full well) 

Since first I heard our butler, John, 

His tender passion tell. 

His vows of truth, his lovesick rhymes, 

In silence still I heard; 

And, though he kissed me twenty times, 

I neuer said one word : 

For Vm mum ^ Miss, mum I 
\Kxeunt, Secret l.h. and Miss Chatter all r.ii. 

Enter Lord Listless and Friponeau, m.d. 

Lord L. The writ was executed, you say ? 

Frip. Oui, my lor. 

Lord L. Good ! but unluckily Beauchamp has 
friends, who won^t leave him in prison long. — Now 
could I find some lasting means of revenging myself 
m the puppy. — What say you, Monsieur ? 
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Frip. Mais voyons, my lor, voyons! Suppose — 
suppose you carry off Mademoiselle Mandeville ? 

Lord i. 1 carry her off? — Why should I take so 
much trouble ? 

Frip. You not see ?-^-Beauchamp love Mademoi- 
selle ii la folic ; but ven all of von sudden she disap- 
pear, he vil swear, vil cry, vil go distract ; and ven 
Mademoiselle Mandeville been two tree day wid your 
lordship, serviteur a la reputation de Mademoiselle 
Mandeville. 

Lord L. Urn ! the idea would be tolerable if it 
w^erc not that afterwards Beauchamp might take it 
into his head to cut my throat. — Now that 1 shouldn’t 
like, because you know it would dirty my neckcloth : 
that would be a bore. — But then how to get hold of 
her, monsieur ? 

trip. Oh e’est bien facile ! your sedan is dcre in 
de hall, and as mademoiselle go out, or as she come 
in, I vip her into de sedan, de chairmen vip her up, 
your lorship vip her avay ; ct voilit qu’elle est prise, 
pardi ! 

Lord L. ym ! could this be done quietly, and 
in a proper way — for a bustle always bores me, ’pon 
my soul ! 

Enter Walsinguam, l.u. 

Wah. How, in close consulation, ray lord ? Per- 
haps 1 intrude ? 

Lord L. Oh ! by no means ; I’ve a little business 
indeed, which — 

FVeUs^ A secret? 

Lord L. Um ! you might serve me in it, if it were 
not — 

Wals. {Crosses to Lord L.) My dear lord, too 
happy if— 

Lord L. And you’ll be silent ? 

Wals. As a concealed author, whose play has just 
been damned. I give you my word ! and now — 

Lord L. You must know, then, I’m on the point 
of eloping with a certain young lady — 

D 
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Wah. You ? And have you a chaise-and-four ready ? 

Lord L. No, but I've a sedan chair at the door. 

Wah. A sedan ? Faith, that’s new ? — Well, you’ll 
order your chair to Gretna Green, I hope ? 

Lord L. Oh ! you mistake the business : the lady in 
question is in love with a fellow, who bores me into- 
lerably ; and 1 carry oil' his mistress, merely for the 
sake of plaguing him. 

JVals. Merely for the sake of plaguing him ! 

Lord L. Nothing else, ’pon my soul ! The idea’s 
good, an’t it ? 

TVab, Good ? it’s excellent ! 

Lord L. Now the only difficulty is, how to entice 
her to the spot where my servants will be waiting for 
her ; and if any friend — 

IFals- Entice her ! — then she’s not apprised of the 
honour intended her by your lordship ? 

Lord L. Hasn’t the most distant idea of it; and, 
in fact, hates me like the devil. 

fVals. Zounds ! my lord, but that makes the joke 
a great deal better ! — And could you possibly doubt 
my assisting so honourable a design ? 

Lord L. Why, to tell the truth, the lady is no other 
than Miss Mandeville ; and as you are Beauchamp’s 
friend — 

J'Vah» Pshaw! what does that signify? — Isn’t he 
a commonei, an’t you a peer ? Isn’t he poor, an’t you 
rich ? Isn’t he an old friend, an’t you a new acquain- 
tance ? And can you doubt which of the two I should 
prefer serving ? — My dear lord, pray judge a little 
more of me by yourself I 

Lord L- ( Aside.) A sensible fellow, ’pon my soul ! 

Wals. Therefore only let your chair and servants 
be ready — 

Lord Zf. Oh ! monsieur shall take care of that. — 
Friponeau, attend this gentleman, conduct Miss Man- 
deville to my house, and when she arrives, wake me. — 
\Exit Friponeau, l.h.] — Good evening, Walsing- 
Bam, ’pon my soul — a — a — a — extremely obliged to 
you — am indeed — a — a — ’pon my soul ! m.d. 
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Wah, Go thy ivays, thou prince of puppies ! But 
now to mar his scheme upon Zorayda, and if possible 
get him into a scrape, of which he little dreams. — Ha ! 
By all my hopes, yonder’s the very woman ! — Hist! 
Hist ! Miss Chattcrall \ 

Enter Miss Chattkhall, r,h. 

. Miss Chat, Mr. Walsingham, didn’t you — 

Wats, Hush! speak softly! My dear lady, I’ve 
just discovered the most atrocious plot ! 

Miss Chat. Eh ! what ? against me ! 

Wals, Against you ! 

Miss Chat, Oh ! goodness defend me ! 

Wals. And am come to caution you not to venture 
home without sufficient protection. 

Miss Chat. Dear me ? and why ? 

Wals, The infamous agents of a certain nobleman 
are waiting near the great door for the express pur- 
pose of carrying you off. 

Miss Chat. Lord bless me ! 

Wals. And though I well know your virtue to be 
proof against either force or artifice — 

Miss Chat, Undoubtedly — 

Wals, \ ct, as this affair would make such a dis- 
turbance — 

Miss Chat. Terrible ! 

Wals. And render you the subject of general ani- 
madversion — 

Miss Chat. Execrable ! 

Wals. The consequences would be, that either your 
friends must fight a duel on your account — 

Miss Chat. Tremendous! 

Wals. Or you quiet the business by a marriage 
with his lordship. 

Miss Chat. Charming-— Monstrous I mean! 

Wals. The best thing you can do, therefore, is lo 
send fora guard — 

Miss Chat. I’ll do it instantly — 

Wals. .Return home under its protection — 

D 2 
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Miss Chat. With the utmost diligence— 

Wals. And above all, take care not to approach 
the great entrance. 

Miss Chat. I approach it ? — Oh ! Mr. Walsing- 
ham, rd rather die than advance a single step to« 
vvards it ! Good evening, and a thousand thanks. 

[^Exeunt Miss Chaiterall^ R.ii. Walsingham^ m.d. 

{A pause^ after which Miss C. puts in her head^ 
looks round cautiously^ then hurries across the 
stage from r.h. and exit l.h.) 

Re-enter Walsingham, laughings from m.d. 

Wals. Bravo, charming, excellent — so my plot has 
taken effect. Now if her friends can but persuade 
Lord Listless to repair her injuries by marriage, (and 
I know he has no great fondness for lighting) the 
breed will be excellent, and 1 shall immediately put 
in my claim for a puppy ! But as to fighting — what a 
bore ! [^Mimicking. — Exit^ l.h. 

SCENE II. — Mrs. Ormondes. 

Enter Modish, Mrs. Ormond, and Lady Clara, 

L.H. 

A/rs. O. Way, dear George, these excuses are su- 
perfluous. Whatever cause of complaint 1 may have 
had, believe me, my brother’s interest can never cease 
to be dear to me ; and if my influence with Mr. Rivers 
can obtain your pardon — 

Lady C\ You will use it ? Let me die now, but 
that’s vastly kind. — But indeed 1 always said, that 
you were the best-natured creature in the world. 

Mrs. O. frill use it, Lady Clara ? I have used it, 
and I hope not without effect. Besides, George, it 



Lady C. Oh ! but really it will be very oinjust in 
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him lo be angry with me on that account ! every 
body, you know, is liable to be mistaken ; I’m sure 1 
made the best guess I could, and heaven can witness 
I’d have given the poor dear man any thing in the 
world, if 1 had but known that he was in want of no- 
thing. 

Mrs. O. Upon my word 1 believe you, Lady Clara. 

Mod. Ilut while you thus kindly plead for rne to 
•Mr. Rivers, who, my dear liJmily, shall plead for me 
to yourself? my long neglect of yourself, of your in- 
fant — 

Mrs. O. Is forgotten in this embrace, and for ever ! 
Dear George, we have all our failings, and how can 1 
hope from an indifferent world indulgence for mine, 
if I cannot myself forgive the errors of a brother. 

Mod. My kind, iny generous sister ! 

JLady C. And now, dear Mrs. Ormond, do tell me 
— when can we see this dear beggar ? 

Mrs. O. He is writing just now ; but perhaps in a 
few minutes — {Loud knocking^ l.h.) 

Mod. Hey-day ! what’s all this ? 

Miss Chat. {Without.) 1 must and will see her, I 
tell you ! 

Mod. Miss Chatterall ! and w'hy in such haste ? 

Enter Miss Chattkrall, l.h. 

Miss Chat. Oh! Lady Clara! — {Crosses to Mrs. 
Ormond.) — Oh, Mrs. Ormond! — 1 shall faint, Lady 
Clara, I shall certainly faint. 

Lady C. Faint ! Why, what has alarmed you ? 

Mod. Aye, aye ! — all things in order ; tell your 
story first, and faint afterwards. 

Miss Chat. Oh! your brother, Lady Clara! your 
vile brother ! — I can’t speak for [>assion ! 

Lady C. What has he done ? 

Miss Chat. What indeed? Why he has — he has 
— {Bursting into tears.) — he has carried me off, and 
all that, in a sedan chair ! — So he has ! — How mon- 
strous !' wasn’t it ? 

D 3 
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Ladi/ C. Carried you off! — Mercy, why should he 
do that? 

Mod. Aye, why indeed! — Oh, I don't believe a 
word oii’t. 

Miss Chat. Not believe it? — Oh, gemini ! — But it’s 
very true, though {Crosses to Modish.) — and what’s 
more, sir,— what’s more. I’m almost morally certain 
you’re one of his accomplices ! 

Mod. I ! — Oh, fie. Miss Chattcrall, fie ! 

All. Oh, fie, fie, fie ! 

Miss Chat. Fie, indeed! fie! — Oh, that ever 1 
should live to be fied ! — (Crosses to Lady Clara .) — 
Lady Clara, as 1 hope to be married, I was carried 
by force to your brother’s house this evening ; and 
when he first handed me out of the sedan, to give the 
devil his due, I must SJiy, he was civil enough ; but as 
soon as he saw' that 1 was 1, and nobody but myself, 
he yawned in my face, said I was a great bore, put me 
into the chair, bade the men box me up tight, and 
without saying another syllable, sent me back again ! 
How disagreeable, wasn’t it? — (Crying bitterly.) — 
Never, — no, surely never before, was such an insult 
offered to virtue, delicacy, and the first cousin of an 
Irish peer ! — (Crosses to l.ii.) — B ut, I’ll be revenged ! 
I’ll to my lawyer’s, and have an action for burglary 
brought against him without delay ; and if the law 
won’t do me r’giit, I warrant ray Irish uncle, Sir Blar- 
ney O’ Blunderbuss will ! — Oh, he’ll come to my as- 
sistance, good soul, at the first word ; will insist on 
his lordship’s repairing by marriage the injury done 
my reputation ; and when I once find myself his wife. 
Oh, what a miserable wretch I’ll make him ! 

\_Exity L.ii. 

Mod. (Laughing.) Poor Miss Chattcriill ! 

Lady C. Well, now, I declare, I pity her vastly ! 

Mod. Pity her ! for what ? 

Lady C. Why,' for her never-ending disappoint- 

Wod. Rather envy her for her never-dying hope. 
Once married, she would have attained her object, and 
have lost all pleasure of pursuit. ( Crosses to Lady C .) , 
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SONG. — Modish. 

Tn yonder bower lies Pleasure sleeping^ 

And near him mourns a blooming maid ; 

He will not wake^ and she sits weepings 
When lo ! a stranger proffers aid : 

His hurried steps y his glance of fire y 
.The god of wishes wild declare; 

Fond Pleasure wake!'' exclaim'd Desircy 
And Pleasure woke lo bless the fair. 

But soon the nymphy in luckless houry 
Desire asleep was doom'd to view : 

Tryy Pleasure, try," she cried, ypur power. 
And wake Desire as he woke you," 

Fond girly thy prayer exceeds all measure; 
Distinct his province tach must keep : 

Desire must still awaken Pleasure, 

And Pleasure lull Desire lo sleep. 

Airs* O. Now, then, Lady Clara ; I sce Mr. Ri\Ters 
comm^ this way. 

Mod. I tremble to meet him. — I feci how ungrate- 
fully I have treated him ; and my only consolation is, 
that 1 felt it before L knew how much my ingratitude 
had cost me. 


Enter Rivers, r.ii, 

Mrs. O. {To Rivers, aside,) Remember your pro- 
mise : — gentleness, 

Riv. Oh, never fear. 

Lady C, {Turning with affected surprise.) Ha!— 
Mr. Rivers, I protest! — {Crosses to Rivers .) — My 
dear sir, I can scarcely tell you how I rejoice to see 
you again, for laughing at the ridiculous affair of this 
mormng. 

Riv. Um — Aye ! — It was ridiculous enough, to be 
sure! . 



S6 rich: and poor. 

Ladi/ C. Oh, immensely! — Well, I never was so 
quizzed in my life: but you must certainly have a 
world of humour ; and, indeed, I only called at your 
house this evening, to tell you — 

Riv. My house! — Mrs. Ormond’s you mean! — 
Your ladyship forgets : I live at the Three Blue Posts. 

Lad}/ C Ha, ha, ha! — Yery true! — And Modish 
must pay his respects to you at the Three Blue Posts, 
1 suppose ? 

Riv. May 1 expect so much condescension from 
Mr. Modish? 

Mod. Mr. Rivers, I will not aggravate my fault by 
attempting to excuse it. 1 am heartily ashamed of 
my behaviour this morning, and see it myself in such 
offensive colours, that 1 cannot hope by any present 
submission to obtain your pardon. 

Riv. {Crosses to Modish.) Give me your hand, sir. 
The best thing, certainly, is not to commit a fault ; but 
the next best thing is to be sorry for it when com- 
mitted. 

Mrs. O. True, my dear sir; and therefuie suffer 
m^ to say a few words for ray brother. — 1 am per- 
suaded — 

Mod. Emily, you must plead in vain : Lady Clara's 
imprudence has been too gross, my ingratitude too 
culpable to— 

Riv. May be zoy George; but you may as well con- 
fine your reproaches to your own brciist, since your 
sister has already carried the point for you, and 1 
have piomised to discharge your debts. 

Mod. and Lady C. Dear sir, in what manner — 

(Cross to Rivers.) 

1 Enter Anne, l.h. — She crosses behindy delivers a 
letter to Mrs. Ormondy and exitsy l.u. 

Riv. Nay, no thanks ; or, if you needs must pay 
them, offer them to Emily; for, I can tell you, 

[ George— 

Mrs. O. (After reading her letter.) Good heavens ! 
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Jliv. ErniU', what has alarmed you ? — (Crosses to 
Mrs, Ormond,) — You change colour! 

Mrs. O. Sornethiiifif has happened which — Might 1 
request a ffvv moments’ private conversation with you? 

Lady C. Oh, iny dear, we'll leave you. — (To Mo^ 
dish.) — Will you come, love ? 

Mod Come, my Iif(‘! — ^^Fo he sure I will. 

\^Exrunt Modish and Lady Clara, arm. in arm^ u.h. 

• Kvo. (hooking after them., and crossing to R.n.) 
Fudge! — And now, Emily, what dismal tale have you 
to relate ? 

Mrs. O. ()!ie, my dear sir, which interests mc! 
nearly. This morning, 1 owTd my rescue from the 
grossest impertinence to an officer, who unluckily was 
indebted for a large sum to the coxcomb by whom I 
was insulted. This note informs me, that in conse- 
quence of having afforded me his protection, he has 
been arrested, and is now confined at the suit of Lord 
Listless. 

Jliv. Confined ! he shall not be so long. Set your 
heart at rest, Emily ; the debt shall be discharged. 

Mrs. O. My dear sir! — 

jRiv. Psha ! dear nonsense ! — And his name — 

Mrs. O. You will be surprised to hear, that my 
friend is no other than Colonel Beauchamp. 

Riv. (Starting.) Beauchamp! 

Mrs. O. Even he : and his conduct to me this 
morning must convince you, that if he has faults, he is 
not without virtues : — but 1 hasten with these good ti- 
dings to Miss Mandeviile. — {Crosses to r.h.) — Oh, 
Mr. Rivers, believe me, 1 feel well how trifling a gift 
is the wealth which you heap upon me, compared to 
the advantages which my son will reap from your ac- 
quaintance : much from your precepts, but more from 
your example. \^Exit^ r.h. 

Riv. My embarrassments increase every hour. — 
Why, why must Beauchamp have faults to none but 
me?— What course shall I pursue? — Suppose — yes! 
ril discharge his debts under a feigned name; and, 
when Ikj’s at liberty, challenge him in my own : the 

n 5 
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first to reward his merits, the second to avenge mj/ 
wrongs ! — It shall be so; and, if I fall to-morrow,— 
then may ray poor Zoraydafind heaven more merciful 
than she found her father !— May heaven forgive her, 
but I never can! [£jci7, l.h. 

SCENE III. — Same as in Act I. Scene II. with the 
addition of lighted candles. 

Ew/er Mrs. Ormond, Zorayda, and Modish, r.h. 

Mod. Nay, Zorayda, why this despair ? — Probably 
ere this, the cause of your distress has ceased, and 
Beauchamp is at liberty. 

Mrs. O. Calm your spirits, dearest girt! when 
every thing bids you hope — 

Zor. Hope! — mine is fled for ever! My father, 
madam, my father ! — I planted his path with thorns ; 
I should have strewed it with roses : — he warmed me 
in his bosom ; the snake stung him to the heart ! — Oh, 
well may innocence lift her head amidst the storm ; 
but when with siifierings comes the consciousness of 
their being deserved — oh, then, indeed, they are in- 
supportable ! 


AIR. — Zorayda. 

Auld Robin Gray.'*' 

If winter frowns, ere long, again 
Shall lovely spring appear ; 

The sun may set, but soon again 
His glorious head shall rear : 

Night veils the skies, but soon shall day 
Once more illume the plain; 

Rut neroer can a guilty heart 
Be sooth'd to peace again. 
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I think upon my father^ s house^ 

And ah that home endears : 

Think how that father lov'd me well^ 

Sut all his love was vain / 

I broke his hearty and never shall 
Mine own know peace again, 

Mrs, O. Poor girl ! would to heaven Rivers were 
peturned ! 

Mod, Hark! a carriage stops: — it must be Mr. 
Rivers. 

Zor. {Starting from the sofa.) Oh, I fear! — I 
fear — 

Mrs. O. You grow pale: retire, my love, and 
compose yourself. 

Zor, But Beauchamp — 

Mrs. O. As soon as 1 have learnt the result of Rivers’s 
absence, I will hasten to let you know it. 

Zor. And delay not, pray delay not ! — Oh, lather, 
father ! could you know what 1 feel at this moment, 
you would own that, great as my faults have been, 
they arc equalled by iny sufferings ! {Exit^ m.d, 

Mrs. O. Poor Zorayda! Perhaps Mr. Rivers’s in- 
tercession may induce her father — 

Shrieking^ re-enter Zorayda hastily through the 
folding-doors. 

Zor. Save me, madam ! — Oh save me ! save me ! 

Mrs. O. What alarms you? — Save you from 
whom ? 

Zor. My father ! Oh, my father ! I saw him from 
the window by the flambeau’s light ! — Even now he 
entered the house. 

Mod. and Mrs. O. How ? Your father ! 

Riv. {Without.) Very well — I’ll go up stairs. 

Zor. Hark! hark! hark! ’Tis his voice, ’tis his 
voice r— Oh ! where shall I hide me, whither fly to 
avoid his resentment ? 

Mrs. O. I know not what — Yet surely — Fear 
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nothings, my love ; all shall yet be well — retire, and 
wait till 1 rejoin you — Brother ! 

Mod. I will take care of her — Come, dear Zo- 
rayda ! 

Zor. I obey ; but, oh, how cruel it is to shudder 
at his approach, whose sight is dearer to me than my 
own, and banish myself from his presence, whose 
embrace I would die to obtain ! 

\^Exit with Modish y M.n. 

Mrs, O, Yes, I must try it; Rivers must have 
his daughter again. 

£«/erRivKns, i^.h. 

Riv. There, Emily, set your heart at rest ; your 
champion is free. — But hey! the deuce! — 1 hope 
you've not met with more impertinent peers and gene- 
rous protectors ! 

Mrs, O, Not exactly ; the cause of my present 
emotion rather concerns my former protector. 

Riv, What! Beauchamp again ? 

Mrs, O, No, the business now regiirds Beaii*^ 
champ’s mistress ; but I find you’ve made a terrible 
mistake. The lady you saw here this evening was a 
woman of the very strictest virtue. 

Riv. Zounds! what a blunder! Why, the poor 
creature mus< have thought me mad, for 1 proposed 
packing her off to India without ceremony. But 
where, then, is the real Miss Mandeville ? I3oes she 
not reside wilh Lady Clara ? 

Mrs, O. She does, and you may now', my dear 
sir, execute the plan which 

Riv, Nay, Tve blundered in the outset of it so 
confoundedly, that I wish some other person 

Mrs. O. No one can undertake this business so 
properly as yourself.- — I’ve persuaded her that your 
intercession w ith bi'r father— 

Riv, Mine ? Why, 1 don’t know him evin by 
sight ! 

Mrs, O, True — ^but your consequence— -your In- 
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dian connexions — in short^ — see her ; talk to her ; 
;idvisc her: but be gentle with her, 1 entreat you, 
and beware not to heap fresh anguish on a heart, 
wliosc wounds are already deep — whose sufferings 
arc already exquisite ! m.d. 

Riv. Poor Emily ! She little thinks that the man, 
from whose friendship she hopes so much, in a few 
hours will either be expiring himself, or a fugitive 
from England, stained with the blood of Beauchamp ! 
My will, however, secures her in affluence, and after 
that 


Enter Mrs. Ormond andZoRXYDA^ veiled^ through 
the folding-doors. 


Riv, But see, she comes with her protegee — Ila I 
veiled, I see ! 

Mrs, O, (Aside to Zorai/da.) Nay, dearest girl, 
why thus terrified ? Doubt it not, all will turn out 
well. 

Zor. (Aside to Mrs, Ormond,) Yes, yes! 'tis he! 
— How I tremble at his presence ! 

Mrs, O. In vain have 1 endeavoured, my dear 
sir, to convince Miss Mandeville that she dreads, 
without reason, the severity of your strictures. 1 
assure her that you will speak to her - 

Riv, Most soothingly ! most kindly ! Even as a 
father would speak to his daughter. 

Mrs. O, (Eagerly,) Right! exactly right! Re- 
member your promise — Speak to her as an indulgent 
Ihther would to his daughter, his beloved and re- 
pentant daughter. I leave you with her. My dear 
girl 

Zor, (Embracing her.) Oh, Madam! 

(Gets down on b.h.) 

Mrs,*0, (Aside.) Would it were over ! Vet what 
should I dread ? 1 know well the excellence of his 

nature ; iuuMiard indeed must that heart be, which 
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can Usteri unmoved to the pleading of such a peni- 
tent! [firiY, M.D. 

Riv. (After a pause.) I— I — presume, Miss Man- 
devil le, you are aware how delicate a task Mrs. Or- 
mond has imposed on me. — (Zorayda bows ^) — So 
delicate, in truth, that no sentiment could induce my 
undertaking it less strong than gratitude for your 
generous intentions towards myself, and the interest 
which Emily’s account of you at first inspired me 
with, and which your own appearance could not fail 
to increase. 

Zor. (Aside.) Oh, that dear voice! Yet how ter- 
rible it sounds ! 

Riv. I will not dw^ell upon the worth of public 
opinion, the blessings of self satisfaction, the tor- 
ments of present shame and of future remorse ; 1 
know full well how light these considerations weigh 
against love, when a young band holds the balance. 
Miss Mandevillc, I will speak of your father — will 
explain how heavy is a father’s curse — will paint how 
dreadful is a father’s anguish ! — Well can 1 describe 
that anguish ! 1 have felt it, feel it still ! 1 once had 
a daughter — ! 

Zor^ (Aside.) His voice falters ! 

Riv. This daughter — Oh ! how I loved her, words 
cannot say, thought cannot measure ! — ^l^his daughter 
sacrificed me for a villain, fled from my paternal 
roof, and — h^r flight has broken ray heart — her in- 
gratitude has dug my grave ! 

Zor. (Aside.) How 1 sufler! Oh, my heart ! 

Riv. (Recoroering himself.) Young lady, my 
daughter’s seducer was Beauchamp ! He has deserted 
her; so, doubt it not, will he desert you. My ex- 
ecration is upon her ! Oh ! let not your father’s fall 
upon you as heavy. Haste to him ere it be too late ! 
Wait not till his resentment becomes rooted — till his 
resolve becomes, immutable — till he sheds such burn- 
ing tears as I now shed — till he suflfers such bitter 
08 I now suffer — till he curses as I now 
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Zor. { Throwing aside her'ceil^ and sinking on her 
’knees,) Spare me ! spare me I 
. Riv. Zorayda \— (After a pause .) — ^Away ! 

Zor. Pardon ! pardon ! 

Riv. Leave me, girl ! (Crosses to n,H.) 

Zor. While I have life, never again ! Never; no, 
not even though you still frown on me ! Nay, strug- 
gle not! — Father, I am a poor desperate distracted 
'‘creature! Still shall my lips, till sealed by death, cry 
to you for mercy — still will I thus clasp my father’s 
hand, till he cuts off mine, or else forgives me ! 

Riv. Zorayda ! Girl ! — Hence, tbolish tears ! 

Zor. I hope not for kindness, 1 sue but for pardon 
— 1 ask not to live happy in your love, I plead but to 
die soothed by your forgiveness. — Still loath my fliult, 
frown on me still, dash me on the earth, trample me 
in the dust, kill me — but forgive me ! 

Riv. Her voice — her tears — 1 can support them no 
longer. 

(Breaks from her^ crosses to n.H. and hastens 
to the wing.) 

Zor. (Wringing her hands in despair.) He goes ! 
he leaves me ! cruel ! cruel ! — Oh ! were my mother 
but alive ! 

Riv. {Starting.) Her mother ! 

Zor. Ah ! he stops. She lives then ! lives still in 
his heart ! — Oh ! plead thou for me, sainted spirit ! ^ 
]dead thou too, in former sorrows my greatest com- * 
fort, in present sufferings my only hope ! — (Taking 
a picture from her Sojotw.)— L ook on it, my father ! 
’tis the portrait of your wife, of your adored Zo- 
rayda! — ’Tis she who thus sinks at your feet — ’tis 
§lie who now cries to you. Pardon your erring, your 
repentant child! — Father, I stand on the brink of 
ruin : already the ground gives way beneath my feet ! 
— Save me ! Father, save me ! If not for my sake, if 
not for your own, oh father, father ! save me for my 
mother’^ sake ! 

Riv. (^Looking alternately at the portrait and 
Zj iriiydn — Zorayda ! — My child ! my child ! 

(Sinks upon her bosom.) 
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Enter Modish, Lady Clara, cmd Mrs. Ormond, 

M.D. 

Mod, He yields, and we triumph. 

Riv, {Reco'oering himself,) Yet mark me, Zo- 
rayda — Beauchamj) — 

Zor, Alas ! 

^ Riv, Never must you meet again ; to-morrow 
either secs him stained with my blood, or this hand 
must — {All the ladies go up the stage.) 

Enter Bkacjchamp and Walsinguam, l.h. 

Mod, flow ! Beauchamp ? 

Riv, Astonishment! — (To Zorayda sternly.) — 
Follow me ! 

Beau, Stay, Mr. Rivers ; hear me for one mo- 
ment. 

Riv, Hear you? Amazing confidence! — What? 
hear you extenuate your crime ? hear you say that — 

Beau* That I am guilty, that great have been my 
faults, great Zorayda’s injuries — yet, if sufiered to 
repair them 

Riv, Repair them ! and your wife — 

Beau, llci- death has been long reported ; and this 
•letter, just received, ascertains the fact. Then re- 
flect one moment ; my punishment would be Zo- 
iciyda’s — Zorayda’s fate is interwoven with mine. Be 
Ibis my plea, when thus I kneel before you, oh let 
me expiate my fiiults to your daughter and yourself, 
by affection for her as my wifi?, and unremitting at- 
tention to you as her father. 

Riv, {Hesitating,) I know not — I ought not — 

Mrs, O, Dear sir, if mi/ entreaties — 

Wals, If my. ad vice — 

Zor, {Embracing him.) Dear, dear father ! 

All, Pardon ! pardon ! 

Riv, 1 am vanquished ! Rise, rise, myjon, and re- 
ceive from me Zorayda, 
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Beau. My father ! 

Zor. My dear fithcr ! 

Itiv. My darling, my delight ! sweet, oh ! sweef 
are a father’s tears shed on the bosom of a repentant 
child! Hear this, ye flinty hearted; hear it, and 
[)ardon ! 


Dtsp06ition of the Characters when the Curtain falls 
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KING HENRY VIII. 


Tyis has always been a favourite aetiii'^-play, though we know not 
whether its popularity is attributable more to its striking beauUcs 
of language and character, or to its gorgeous pageantry and proves - 
Mons, which have doubtless contributed in sonic measure to uphold 
it in public estimation ; leaving these, however, out of the question, 
the many line passjigcs it contains will always command for it the ad- 
miration of the tasteful reader, while its animated historical paint- 
ings must ever ensure its favourable reception in the theatre. Its 
principal defects appear to be, that the action sometimes lines » 
little, and that the plot ends with the fourth act, the fiftli hciiJi.i- :i 
mere excrescence. The scenes relating to Gardiner, Ctannur, and 
the rest, possess it is true, a certain degree of interest, but it is an 
interest arising more from associations caused by the names of thoM" 
celebrated men, than from any apparent or actual connection which 
their transactions have with the preceding portions of the story ; they 
belong to the iday, but not to the plot, and their introduction is 
clearly objectionable. The hero and heroine die, or disappear, in 
the fourth act, and with their dissolution the play should have ter- 
minated also. 

7*0 dramatise events so recent^ and to bring a deceased monarch 
^pon the stage during the reign of his somewhat-arbitrary daughter, 
was a hazardous undertaking, but Shakspearc lias bandied ttie 
subject witli coiisn inmate address, and has contrived to prescrvi' the 
identity of Henry, without bringing the odious features of his cha- 
racter too strongly forward. With infinite skill he has thrown hit. 
defects into the shade, and placed in a striking point of view all 
the good qualities he really possessed j the cruel voluptuary, wiiil 
never spared m**,'-* in his anger, nor woman in his lust, is endowed 
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with so much patriotism, frankness, discrimination, kind ' ^..^..cclncss, 
and generosity, lliat he would command our perfect esteem were it not 
for those traits of a self-willed, imperious, boisterous disposition, 
which occasionally peep out, and betray the tyrant. Hoav admirably 
discriminated are the numerous portraits of our kings which Shak- 
speare has drawn ! their language is as peculiar to tlwmiselves as are 
their characters and actions, nor could a speech delivered by one of 
them in any instance be transferred with propriety to the iiiouth iii 
another. This is no where more strongly exemplified tlian by the 
part of Henry in this play, who “ has no brother — is like no brother 
— but is himself alone.*' ^ 

Wolsey, however, is certainly the hero of the piece, and the per- 
sonage whose fate, after that of Katharine^ excites the greatesr. 
anxiety ; his is the master-spirit which animates the whole tr.insac*- 
tion, and when that has ceased to operate, our solicitude in a great 
measure ceases also. In portraying the character of this crafty 
priest, Shakspcarc has discovered as much judgment ns in that of 
Henry ; proud, malicious, arrogant, and ovcrbe.iring in prosperity, lie 
becomes the object of our liveliest antipathy; hut, overtaken by ad- 
versity, he acquires our sympathy ; by the fortitude with which he 
endures the reproachful taunts of his enemies, he commands onr 
respect ; and at length, by his pious resignation, so compieteiy effaces 
.the recollection of his previous misdeeds, that, like Aatknrhrc, we 
honour and regard in death, the man whom living we despised anrl 
abhorred. Tb** ocene in which he endures the insults of the courtiers, 
and the succeeding colloquy with Crnniwell, must bp allowed to rank 
with Sliakspearc’s happiest efforts. The imperturable indifference 
with which he rebuts the malice of his adversaries, is inimitably fine, 
and upon the stage produces a wonderful effect, though perhaps its full 
force can be comprehended by tliDsc alone who have witnessed 
Kemble’s performance of the character, and recollect how be infused 
into it the very essence of calm contempt, especially in that stinging 
passage 


How much, methinks, 1 could despise this man, 

** But that Tm bound in charity against it.” 

I 

The following soliloquy reads a most impressive ambition 
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ns^ the whole of eventful history : to point a inorhl, 

^or adora a tale,” few narratives present features- more strikiugfly 
adapted. 

Katharint! is '' every inch a queen,” though wc cannot suffer sucli 
disparagement to the other characters as to admit the truth of John- 
son’s assertion, that the genius of Shakspearc conies in and goes out 
with her. Her benevolent intercession for the oppressed people, in 
the first act, is very happily calculated to excite a feeling of estcoiri 
tosvards her at the outset, and on contemplating her subsequent mag- 
nanimity under her persecutions, our love is mingled with admiration 
and pity. Like the rest of Henry's victims in this play, she dies in- 
voking blessings upon her destroyer, and evinces to the last a devoted 
fondness for her husband, which his behaviour towards her seems little 
to deserve : 


“ Attachment, never to be wean’d or chang’d 
** By any change of treatment ; proof alike 
Against unkindness, absence, and neglect.” 

There is something in her meek sorrow inexpressibly touching, and 
tlie pathos of the scene in which she last appears, has rarely been 
equalled, though in representation it is somewhat apt to fatigue the 
attention of an audience, when the time occupied by her slumber and 
'' the sad and solemn music” is too long protracted. Historical 
truth is adhered to in Katharine's fall, but poetical justice is lost sight 
of, for she suffbrs without a fault, and her tyrannical husband 
triumphs. Shnkapeare, however, has rendered her a far more 
amiable character than she appears in reality to have been, if we may 
credit the historians, and particularly Fuller, who sums up her quali- 
fications in the following pithy and plain-speaking style ; Queen 
Katharine’s age was above her husband’s, her gravity above her age ; 
/more pious at her beads than pleasant in her bed ; a better womaii 
ilinn a wife, and a fitter wife for any prince than Henry.” 

There can be little doubt that Shakspcarc’s prime object in com- 
posing this play was to gratify Queen Elizabeth, by complimenting 
her personally, and by placing in an amiable point of view her 
mother’s* character, and this he has performed in a manner which 
reflects as much credit on bis heart as on his bead, ^mte is described 
* A 3 
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«s humane, generous, modest, and beautiful, and made as cou3pirJ";jus 
an object in the scene as could be ventured upon without alloVving her 
to divide our interest with the heroine ; but it is ohsciTable, and let 
those Avho prate about Shakspenre’s slavish sycophancy take note of it — 
that in no one instance has he cast the slightest slur or disparagement 
upon her unfortunate predecessor. All is done for ^n7i€ that circum 
stances permitted, while no unfairness ismanifcsted.towards Katharme. 
Shakspeare*s generous nature disdained to insult the fallen, or pay 
court to the living by libelling the dead. 

Bucking kam\s catastrophe adds greatly to the interest of the early 
scenes, and there are few dramatic contrasts more thi illingly impres- 
sive than the change from the splendours of fVol.<te»*s entertainment, 
the glare of lights, the blaze of beaut}', and all the charms of dance, 
and song, and minstrelsy, to the solemn passage of the Dukes passage 
to death, amid a gloomy silence, broken upon at intervals by the 
sullen tones of the bell. The valedictoi*}^ address of the hapless 
nobleman to the by-standers, is powerfully affecting,- the “words 
of the dying man inforcc attention like deep harmony,” and be is 
followed to bis end by the prayers and pity of all liis hearers. 
How striking an instance of fortune's mutability is afforded by the 
story of this once potent family, the descendants of kings, whose 
wealth was boundless, whose princely domains extended over several 
counties, and whose ambition aspii’cd to the possession of the throne 
itself. Five of the name successively met with untimely deaths in 
the field or on the scaffold, and the last male descendant of their 
house was a cobbler, at Newport, in the reign of Charles the First. 

The remaining characters arc comparatively unimportant, though 
perfectly true to nature, from those of the impetuous Surrey and the 
faithful Cromwell, down to the little part of Lord Sands, 

— — who drinks abundantly, and then, 

“ Talks yon as wantonly as Ovid did,1 
“ To stir the intellectuals of the ladies.” 

llie belief that* Shakspeare made choice of this subject for the 
purpose of complimenting Queen Elizabeth, has already been men- 
tioned, and indeed there can be little doubt that tbc play was both 
written and represented before her death, for the ^tural dislike of 
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^ Jamtr5,|h^^^rst to the rleccascd Queen was well undersLuod, 
and Shakspeare was doubtless too politic an author to olfond 
. his patron by writing a piece filled with paneg5Tics upon the 
murderer of his mother, lie endeavoured, however, (somewhat 
clumsily ’tis true) to make it acceptable to the reigning monarcli, 
without recanting any of the praises which he had bestoived upon 
Elizabeth, by foisting into Cranmer^s prophetic oration over the royal 
infant, a eulogy upon the character of her successor. Such, at least, 
^ is the very probable conjecture of the commentators, and it seems to 
I)e the only way in which the abrupt and awkward introduction of 
James can ftlausibly be accounted for. The passage was assuredly 
not inserted before the death of Elizabeth, whose apprehensive jea- 
lousy upon the subject of a successor would never have endured such 
a liberty. As the play is now performed, the allusion in question is, 
very properly, omitted, but we here subjoin the passage uncurtailed, 
premising that the lines within brackets are those which arc be- 
lieved to have been added: 

In her days, every man shall cat in safety, 

Under his own vine, what he plants, and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours.' 

God shall' be truly known ; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour^ 

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 

[Nor shall thi» peace sleep with her ; but, as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix. 

Her ashes new create another heir. 

As great in admiration as herself. 

So shall she leave her blessedness t(r one, 

When heaven shall call her from this cloud of darkness. 

Who from the sacred ashes of her honour. 

Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 

And so stand fix’d. Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror. 

That were the servants to this chosen infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to hhn. 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 

His honour, and the greatness of his name. 
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Shall bc> and make new nations.*^ He shall flourish, 

And like a mountain-cedar reach Aw branches 
To all the plains about A/m. Our children's children 
Shall see this, and bless hearen. 

Kinig Henry. Thou speakest wonders.] 

Cranmer She shall be, to the happiness of England, 

An aged princess j many days shall see Aer, 

And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 

Would 1 had known no more : — btit she must die, &c. 

The awkwardness of the transition from Elizabeth to James, and 
back again to Elizabeth, must strike every reailcr, and completely 
justifies the belief that the passage was an afterthought : *Mf it 
be left out, (says Johnson} the speech of Cranmer proceeds in a re- 
gular tcnoiir of prediction, and continuity of sentiments ; but, by the 
interposition of the new lines, he first celebrates Elizabeth's successor 
and then wishes he did not know that she was to die : first rejoices at 
the consequence, and then laments the cause. Our author was at 
once politic and idle ; he resolved to flatter James, but neglected to 
reduce the whole speech to propriety ; or perhaps intended that the 
lines inserted should be spoken in the action, and omitt(*d in the pub- 
lication, if any publication was ever in his thoughts." 

It was the performance of this piece which caused the conflagration 
of the Globe Theatre, Bankside, 2Uth of June, 1613. On the 
entrance of the K*ng to the masquerade at WoUeysy some small 
cannon were discharged, the wadding of which set fire to the thatched 
roof, and the building was totally consumed, the audience escaping 
with much difficulty. In the Rcliq. Wotton," p. 425, edit. 1(185, 
tlie/e is a letter from Sir Henry Wotton, dated 2d July, 1613, which 
gives the following account of the affair : ** The King's Players were 
representing some principal scenes of the reign of Henry the Eightli , 
which were set forth with extraordinary circumstances of pomp and 
majesty, even to the matting of the stage, the knights of the order 
with their Georges and garters, the guards with their embroidered 

* An allusion to thc^olonies established in Virginia, &c. about the 

year 1606. 
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c'oaty! ted tl^e ^ H kc ; sufficient iu truth, within a while, to make great- 
ness very familiar, if not ridiculous. Now, Kinsr Henry making a 
• masque at the Cardinal Wolseys house, and certain cannons being shot 
off at his entry, some of the paper or other stuff, wherewith one of 
them was stopped, did light on the thatch, where being thought at 
first but an idle smoak, and their eves more attentive to the show, it 
kindled inwardly, and ran round like a train, consuming, within less 
than an hour, the whole house to the very ground. This was the 
Hatal period of that virtuous fabric, wherein, yet, nothing did perish 
but vvood and straw, and a few forsaken cloaks.”* 

After the restoration, “ Henry the Eighth” was one of the few of 
Shaks]icare's dramas performed by the new companies ; Downes, the 
prompter, speaks in {lie following rapturous terms of the manner in 
which the principal characters were then sustained : — “ This play, 
by order of Sir William Davenant, was all new cloathed in proper 
habits : the King’s was new, and all the Lords', the Cardinals*, the 
Bishops', the Doctors', Proctors', Lawj^ers’, and Tipstaves' — with new 
scenes. The part of the King was so right and justly done by Mr* 
Betterton, he being instructed in it by Sir William, who had it from 

old Mr. Lowen, [one of the earliest representatives of the cnarACijidr} 

that had his instructions from Mr, Shahespear himself that I dare and 
will aver, none can, or ever will, conic near him in this age, in the 
performance of this part. Mr. Harris's performance of Cardinal 
Wohey was little inferior to that, lie doing it with such just state, 
port, and mien, that, 1 dare affirm, none hitherto has c([iialled.’' 
This was about ld65. Langbaine, in bis Account of the English 
Dramatic Poets,” published fivo-and-twenty years later, says, “ The 
play of Henry the Eighth frequently appears on the present stage, the 
part of Henry being extremely well acted by Mr. Betterton.’* Jn 
1727, when George the Second ascended the throne, the play was 
brought forward at Drury Lane, with a display of the Coronation, 
and Ijecamc so attractive, that it was repeated seventy-five times in 
the course of the season, a circumstance at that time unprecedented. 

* A letter from Mr. John Chainbcrlaine to Sir Ralph Winwood, 

printed in .Winwood’s “ Memorials,” Vol. 3, s.ays, “ It was a great 
marvaile, and fair grace of God, that the people had so little harm, 
having but two narrow doors to get out at.** 



(Sec Chetwood's General History of the Stage,” ) On 

the Coronation of George the Third taking place, in September, 1761, 
Garrick brought forward the piece once more, with the usual show, 
but even his partial biographer, Davies, is constrained to admit that 
the affair was miserably executed. His account of it is curious, and 
deserves to be quoted. “ The Coronation of their Majesties (he 
says) was followed by a stage-representation of it at both the play- 
houses, which had been a usual practice on such occasions, from the 
days of James the First to the present time. Mr. Garrick knew very 
well that Rich would spare no expense in the representation of this 
show ; he knew, too, that he had a taste in the ordering, dressing, 
and setting out these pompous processions, superior to his own ; he 
therefore was contented with reviving the coronation, with the old 
dresses which had been dften occasionally used from 1727 to 1761. 
Tliis show he repeated for forty nights successively, sometimes at the 
end of a play, and at other times after a farce. The exhibition was 
the meanest and the most unworthy of a theatre, I ever saw. The 
stage indeed was opened into Drury Lane, and a new and unexpected 
sig^ surprised the audience, of a real bonfire, with the populace 
hufiklhg and drinking porter ^ [a trifling anachronism] to the health 
of Queen Anne Bullen. The stage in the mean time, amidst the 
parading of dukes, duchesses, archbishops, peeresses, heralds, &c. 
was covered with a thick fog from the smoke of the Arc, which served 
to hide the tawdry dresses of the proressionalists. During this idle 
piece of mockery, the actors, being exposed to the suffocations of 
smoke, and t'.ie raw air from the open street, were seized with cold.s, 
rheumatisms, and swelled faces. At length the indignation of the 
audience delivered the comedians from this wretched badge of nightly 
slavery, which gained nothing to the managers but disgrace and 
empty benches. Tired with the repeated insult of a show which had 
nothing so support it but gilt copper, and old rags, they fairly drove 
the exhibitors of it from the stage, by booting and hissing, to the 
great joy of the whole theatre. It is difficult to guess the reason 
wliich induced a man of Mr. Garrick’s understanding to pursue a 
losing game so long. Though he knew that nothing could withstand 
the grand sight that Rich was preparing, 1 suppose he thought that 
the people, l)y seeing one coronation often, would not have a very 
keen stomadi for another.” 
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“ Dramatic Miscellanies,” Davies offers some amusing 
remarks "ui^ the mode of performing this play, and the various 
actors who were distinguished representatives of the principal cha- 
racters in the last century ; of these we transcribe the most striking, 
without offering any apology for their length, since they cannot fail 
to be acceptable to all who take an interest in the affairs of the 
drama. Quoting the stage-direction which occurs on the first ap- 
pearance of Wohey (p. 3) he says: — “ The instruction which 
Shnkspeare has here given to the actors, is not so generally observed 
as it ought to be. The aspect of JVolsey to Buckingham should he at 
once steady and deliberate, scornful and reproaching ; Buckingham's 
look, in return, should be fierce, indignant, and impatient. The 
Cardinal in passing by the Duke, should still keep his eye fixed upon 
him, as if demanding some salutation or mark of respect, but on the 
Duke's persisting in silence, he turns to his Secretaries, and enquires 
of them concerning the exaiiiination of the Duke's Surveyor, in a 
tone not quite loud enough to be heard by the^Duke. 

** Colley Cibber has been much praised for his assuming port, 
pride, and dignity, in Wolsey ; but his manner was not correspondent 
to the grandeur of the character. The man who was familiar in the 
greatest courts of Europe, and took the lead in tfce counsels and 
designs of mighty monarchs, must have acquired an easy dignity of 
action and deportment, such as Cibber never uuderstood or practised. 
His pride and passion, in Wolsey f were impotent and almost farcical ; 
his grief, resignation, and tenderness, were deficient in those powers 
of expression, which melting tones of voice, and a corresponding pro- 
priety of gesture can alone bestow. 

“ If speaking with feeling and energy were all the requisites for 
the Cardinal, Mossop would have excelled greatly j but, in spite of 
Lis robe, which was of some advantage to him, his action, step, and 
whole conduct of his person were extremely awkward, and unsuitable 
to tiic accomplished statesman, the companion of princes. Mossop 
was a powerful and energetic speaker of sentiment, and sometimes 
happy in the utterance of passion, but his stateliness in Wolsey was 
, without dignity, and his tenderness without pathos, Mr, Digges, if 
" he had not sometimes been extravagant in gesture and quaint in elo- 
cution, would have been nearer the resemblance of the great minister 



titan any actor 1 have seen represent it; he assumed uncoiy^j^Ton 
grandeur of deportment, which sometimes, however^ iegencrated 
into bombastical stnitting. To the resigned portion of the character 
the grave tones of his voice were not ill-suited, and had he kept 
within those modest bounds prescribed by Shakspcarc, he Avould have 
drawn an excellent outline of the imperious Wohey. 

Booth succeeded Betterton in Henry the Eighth, To support 
the dignity of the prince, and yet retain that vein of humour which 
pervades the character, requires much caution in the actor ; witho'jt 
great care, Harry will be metamorphosed into a royal bully, or 
ridiculous buffoon, but Booth was particularly happy “in preserving 
the true spirit of the part through the whole play. Mr. Macklin, 
who had the good fortune to sec him several times in Harry ^ has de- 
clared that he shone in the character with particular lustre. Quin, 
who had the good sense to admire and imitate Booth, and the honesty 
to own it, kept as near as possible to his great exemplar’s portrait ; 
but Quin was deficient in flexibility as well as strength of voice ; he 
could not utter impetuous and vehement anger with vigour, nor 
dart tremendous looks ; all which were suited to the happier organs 
and countenance of Booth. He was, besides, a stranger to grace in 
action or deportmeut, while Booth walked with the case of a gen- 
tleman and the dignity of a monarch* The grandeur and magniti- 
cence of Henry were in Booth sustained to the height. 

How the managers took it into their beads to give this part to 
Harper, during Dooth’s last illness, 1 cannot conceive, unless his 
being a fat man wa6 the great recommendation. I could never sepa- 
rate honest Jubson, the cobbler, from the prince ; he put me in mind 
of the old ballad of * King Harry and the Cobbler.' 1 should not 
forget that, when Betterton and Harris acted the King and the 
Cardinal, the little character of Lord Santis was played by Price, 
frequently mentioned by Downes as a most admirable low comedian. 
Why Kokes personated so serious a part as the Duke of Norfoi^y 1 
cimnot conceive ; perhaps it was not the great comic actor, but that 
Nokes who was famous -for playing women's characters. 

***10 the CounOil-chamber scene. Act 1, the deportment of the 
actors, when the play was revived in 1727, was much approved ^ 
Booth did not command attention more by attraction of figure anu 
}ost elocution, than by the propriety of his action and the stateliness 
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of bis step. . The busioess of WoUey, in this scene, being confined to 
address, elation, and management, was not unsuitably represented 
by Colley Cibber, but the dignity and grace of 4he Queen were 
never, perhaps, more happily set off than by Mrs. Porter ; there was 
an elevated consequence in the manner of that actress, which, since 
her time, I have in vain sought for in her successors. Her first 
speech to the king, after kneeling to him, was uttered with such 
intelligence and sensibility, that she commanded the applause as 
well as attention of the audience. The words are simple, and seem* 
ingly unimportant, but she understood her author well, and in de- 
livering them, conveyed the prime duties of the kingly office with 
energy ; her conduct, indeed, in the whole scene was a mixture of 
graceful elocution and dignified behaviour. 

‘‘Mrs. Pritchard, in this scene, was easy in her address and 
natural in her expression, but unaccompanied by tbnt grace and 
dignity which her predecessor, Mrs. Porter, knew so well to assume ; 
she, however, was much approved, especially in the scene of the 
trial, where she certainly was in behaviour easy, and in speaking 
natural and familiar, but the situation of the character required 
more force of utterance, and more dignity of action. Mrs. Porter's 
manner was elevated to the rank of the great person she represented; 
her kneeling to the king was the eFect of majesty in distress, and 
humbled royalty : it was indeed highly affecting, The suppression 
of her tears when she reproached the Cardinal, bespoke the tu- 
multuous conflict of her mind, before she gave vent to a burst of 
indignation at being compelled to answer so unworthy an interroga- 
tor. Mr. Macklin, our theatrical Nestor, tells us, that ou her quitting 
the court. Booth pronounced the four short words ; ‘ Go thy ways^ 
Kate,' with such happy emphasis, conveying at once characteristic 
humour and liberal acknowledgment of Katharine's virtuous excel- 
lence, .that the audience not only applauded, but admired the 
speaker. Quin borrowed something of Booth's manner in uttering 

valediction, but 1 am afraid he mixed in it a little of FaUtaff's 
Xle. 

When the play was revived in 1 727, as above related, the in- 
comparable Wilks thought the part of Brnhingham worthy his at- 
^nti0£. In the first scene, at the opening of the play, his resent, 
ment and indignation against WoUey broke out with an impetuosity 
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rebombling hasty sparks of fire; his action V(;as vehement, and bis 
motions quick and disturbed. His demeanour, when .condemned, • 
was gentle, graceful, and pathetic; his grief was manly, resigned, 
Htid temperate, such as became the nobleman and the Christian.’* 

Of the absurdities and buffooneries which formerly were tolerated 
upon the stage, and suffered to mar the effect of the gravest scenes, 
Davies gives ^oine curious instances. In act 3, WoUty says, 

** This candle burns not dear ; *tis I must snuff it ; 

“ Then out it goes.** 

Upon which l^avics observes, The action of Colley Cibber, in 
speaking this passage, I have heard much eomiuended : he imitated 
with his fore-jinger and thuvih^ the e.rtingnishtng of a candle with a 
i\f muffers. But, surely the reader will laugh -it such mimicry, 
^shieh, if practiced, would make a playcr*s action as ridiculous as a 
monkey's 

‘‘ In act 5, when the King obliges Gardiner to embrace Cranmer 
twice, the coldness of the former, who cannot conceal his hatred, at 
the first embrace, causes a smothered laugh in the spectators ; but 
when, at tbc King's command, he is obliged to be more in earnest, 
his assumed alacrity raises a general burst of laughter and much loud 
clapping. The chaste manner of the actor, Ben Jonson, would admit 
of no farce or buffoonery in personating the splenetic Gardiner he 
preserved all the decorum proper to the character of a bishop and 
prlvy-counccllor. Ilippisley went a step farther, and added some 
strokes of humour which approached to grimace, and caused a mirth 
luisuitiible to the character of the persons; but Taswell’s Gardiner 
Slink into absolute ttick and buffoonery, for when he followed Cra?i~ 
7ncr, at the close of the scene, he held his crutch over his heady to 
make the upper-gallery sport.” 

When this play was acted before George the First, at Hampton- 
Court» about the year 1717, Wolsey^s filching from his royal master, 
the honour of extending pardon to those who bad resisted payment 
of the exactions,” appeared so gross and impudent a contrivance, 
that the courtiers laughed loudly at the specimen of mintsterial cri^‘f 
His majesty, who was imperfectly acquainted with the English larr 
guage, asked the Lord Chamberlain the meaning of this mirth, an(j*^ 
upon being informed of It, joined in 9 hearty laugh of approfiat^iQ. . 

Shakspeare has carefully retained the interjectional exclamations of 
and Hot by which Henry is said to have expressed his displea- 



sure. Fuller tells a story of a weak effeminate fellow, who per- 
sonating the character once, cried IIo / in so feeble a tone, that f)nc 
of his brother performers told him he acted more like a mouse than 
a man'^ and that, if he spoke Ho ! with no better spirit, his parlia- 
ment would not grant him a penny. 

We have already alluded to the danger which occurs in the repre- 
sentation of this piece, that an ill-judged protraction of the Queen's 
slumber in act 4, may occasion a feeling of tedium in the audience > 
^ ahd indeed we have more than once been present when all llicir rever- 
ence for the name of Shakspeare, and respect for the genius of Mrs. 
Siddons, seemed scarcely sufficient to restrain their impaticncx*. 
When the play was acted by Davenant's company (and doubtless also 
when first performed) this inconvenience was obviated by rendering 
the “ Vision** visible to the audience, as well as to the mind*s-eye of 
Katharine, as may be gathered from Bayes's ciLclamatioa to the 
Soldiers “ Udzookcr.s, yon dance worse than the angels in 
* Harry the Eighth,' or the fat spirits in the ‘ Tempest,* egad !’* "We 
would not, however, he understood to recommend the resumption of 
such an expedient, but merely to hint to managers the policy oi 
making the pause in the action as brief as possible. , 

The most celebrated representatives of WoUey and Katharine 
within tliC recollection of the present race of play-goers, have been 
Kcnihlc and Mrs, Siddons, whose inimitable personation of those 
characters made us, in the words of the Prologue, 

— “ tliink we saw 
“ The very persons of the noble story, 

As they were living.'* 

Katharine seems, throughout her dramatic career, to have been 
Mrs. Siddons’s favourite performance, and the public voice attested 
thr .correctness of her judgment, by pronouncing it perfect : 

“ With winning graces and majestic mien, 

She mov'd a goddess, and she look'd a queen.” 

^ * 

Cince her retirement from the stage, she has sustained it two or 
three times, on her occasional re-appearances before the town, with 



zVf 


undimliiiBhed power and effect. A portion of Boswell's description 
of her well-known interview with Dr. Johnson, may^propriately 
be introduced here *. — ** Having placed himself by her, he entered, 
with great good humour, upon a consideration of the English DramSf 
and, among other enquiries, particularly asked her which of Shaks. 
peare's characters she was most pleased with. Upon her answering 
that she thought that of Queen Katharine the most natural, / 1 think 
BO too, Madam, (said he) and whenever you perform it, 1 will once 
more bobble out to the theatre myself. Mrs. Siddons promised 
she would do herself the honour of acting his favourite pint for. him ; 
but many circumstances happened to prevent the representation of 
* Henry the Eighth,' during the Doctor's life." 

Future generations can scarcely have the good fortune to see this 
play sustained by a combination of talent so precisely adapted to its 
effective performance as when this wonderful woman, and her no less 
admirable brother emulated each other in the mightiness of their 
efforts $ many of the other characters too were finely represented, 
and the whole presented a glorious triumph of scenic art. But, why 
need we attempt to describe what the pencil and the graver have 
perpetuated, for the admiration of succeeding ages? The skill of 
Harlowe has snatched one grand feature of the spectacle from obli- 
vion, and bestowed upon the poor players" all the immortality 
which their efforts were capable of receiving. 

P. P. 


Cime of Ueperomtation. 


The time this piece takes in representation is three hours.— The 
half-price commences at nine o’clock. 


By R.H. 

L.H. 


St€^t Directions, 

. • • is meant*. •••••• Right Hand* 

I* •• •••• Left Hand. 


&.E.. 

U.E.** 

M.D • 

D.F** 

R.H.D. 

L.H.D, 


Second Entrance. 
> Upper Entrance. 
■ Middle Door. 
Door in Flat. 
Right Hand Door. 
» Left Hand Door. 
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Cbsftame* 


KING HENRY VIII. 

Crimson velvet robe, and purple vest and trunks. 

CARDINAL. 

Scarlet cardinal’s dress. 

CRANMER. 

Bishop’s ibid. 

DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

^tawn coloured doublet, trunks and cloak. 

DUKE OF NORFOLK. 

Green, ibid, ibid, ibid. 

DUKE OF SUFFOLK. 

Black, ibid, ibid, ibid.' 

EARL OF SURREY. 

Brown, ibid, ibid, ibid. 

LORD SANDS. 

Crimson, ibid, ibid, ibid. 

SIR THOMAS LOVEL. 

Puce coloured ibid. 

SIR HENRY GUILDFORD. 

Blue, ibid. 

BISHOP GARDINER. 

Bishop’s dress. 

QUEEN KATHARINE. 

First Dress. — Black velvet, trimmed with gold, and point lace veil 
-Second dress. — White muslin, trimmed with point lace. 

ANNE SULLEN. 

White satin dress, trimmed with point lace, and beads. 

LADY DENNY. 

White rilk brocade dress, trimmed with gold. 

J PATIENCE, 

and ulver brocade dress. 

AGATHA. 

■pThite dress, trimmed with erhnson. 

CICELY. 

Brown dress, trimmed trith buff. 



Perietonff J^reieinttrtr. 

Covent Oarden, 1805. 


Kttig' Henry the Eighths . Mr. Cooke. 

Cardinal Wolaey Mr. Kemble. 

Cardinal Campeius Mr. Hull. 

Capucius Mr. Davenport. 

Archbishop Cmnnier Mr. Murray. 

Duke of Buckingham Mr Brunton. 

Duke of Norfolk Mr. Creswell. 

Duke of Suffolk Mr. Waddy. 

Earl oj Surrey, Mr. H. SiddoDS. 

Lord Chamberlain Mr. Farley. 

Ijord Sands Mr. Simmons. 

Sir Thomas Lovel Mr. Chapman. 
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KING HENRY VIII. 


ACT I. 

SCENE \.>^An Antuchamber in the Palace, 

Enter the Duke o/Norfolk and the Duke of 
Buckingham, l-h. 

Buck, Good morrow, and well met. How have 
you done, 

Since last we saw in France ? 

Nor, I thank your ^race, 

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer(l) 

Of what I saw there. 

Buck, An untimely ague 
Stay'd me a pris’ner in my chamber, when 
Those suns(3) of glory, those two lights of men, 

Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor, Then you lost 

The view of earthly glory. Men might say, 

(ly An odmirer nntired : «n admirer still feeling the impression as 
^■u^ere hourly renewed. 

y) That is, those glorious sons. The editor of the third folio plan- 
si|^ enough reads— Those 9on» of glory; and indeed, as in old Ei^- 
liJn books the two words are used indiscriminatelj’, the Imninaiy being 
rnen spelt ton, it is sometimes difficult' Co determine Which is meant ; 

or ‘W Ifowever, the subsequent part of the line, and the recur- 
•^lence of the same espresaion aft^ards, are in farour of the reading 
of the original copy. 

B 
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Till this time ];^mp was single ; but now married 
To one above itself. (1) Each following day 
Became the next day’s master, till the last 
Made former wonders if s.(2) To-day, the French, 
All clinquant, (3) all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the English ; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain India : every man that stood, 

Show’d like a mine. 

The two kings. 

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst, 

As presence did present them. When these suns 
(For so they phrase them) by their heralds challeng’d 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compass ; that former fabulous story. 
Being now seen possible enough, got credit. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

1 mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess ? 

Nor, One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 

Buck, I pray you, who, my lord ? 

Nor, All this was order’d by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. 

Buck, The devil speed him ! no man’s pie is freed 
Slom his ambitious finger. (4) What bad he 
To do in these fierce(5) vanities ? 

Why took h.. upon him, 


« (1) Meaning that pomp was encreased on this occasion to more than 
twice as much as it had ever been before. Pomp is no more married to 
the English than to the French King, for to neither is any preference 
given by the speaker. Pomp is only married to pomp, but the new 
pomp is greater than the old. Before this time, all pompous shows 
were exhibited by one prince only. On this occasion, the Kings of 
England and France vied with each other. To this circumstance Nor- 
folk allndes, V 

(2) Dies diem docet. Every day learned something from the 
ceding* till the concluding day collected all the splendor of aU the foi 
mer shows. 

AWgliiterin^, idl shining. 

To hsve a finger in the pie, is n proveri)ial phmse. 

^‘^ce is here, 1 think, used like the French for prlkd, . 
^pose an allusion to the mimicia ferocity of the comhatahts 
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Without the privity the king, to appoint 

Who should attend on him ? He makes up the file( 1) ' 

Of all the gentry ; for the most part such, 

Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon. 

iVbr. The state takes notice of the private 


Betwixt you and the cardinal. i 

You know his nature, 

That he’s revengeful ; and, 1 know« his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it’s long, and, ’t may be said, 

It reaches far ; and where ’twill not extend, 

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel. 

You’ll find it wholesome. — Lo, where comes that 
rock, 

That 1 advise your shunning. 


Enter two Footmen, with silver^headed staves; two 
Gentlemen, hatSj but bare headed; Herald, silver 
mace; two Gentlemen, broad seal and cardinaVi 
hat^ on cushions; two Gentlemen, silver pillars; 
two Priests, silver crosses; two Gentlemen^ 
USHERS, bare-headed^ hats and wands; CardinAI 
WoLSEY, with letters; two Pages, hearing tht 
CardinaPs train; Cromwell, with examination aM 
papers; two Secretaries, "scarlet bags ofpapersj 
two Chaplains, crozi&s; two Gentlemen, hatSi 
but bare-headed; two Footmen, staves with silvei 
heads y — l.h. Trumpets^ r.h. Wolsey^ in Kh 
passage^ fixes his eye on Buckingham^ and Buch 
ingham on him^ both full of disdain. 

j. tFol. The duke of Buckingham’s surveyor ? hat 

Where’s his examination ? 

Cram. Here, so please you. 

JVol. Is he in person ready ? 

Crom. Ay, please your* grace. 


(1) List. 
bS 
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WoU Well, we shall then know more (Crosses 
— and Buckingham 
Iball lessen this big look. 

[^Exeunt Wolsey and his train^ b.ji. 
Buck^ This butcher’s cur is venom-moiith’d, and I 
lave not the power to muzzle him. — 
read in his looks 

latter against me ; and his eye revil’d 
le, as his abject object : at this instant 
le bores me with some trick.(l) He’s gone to the , 
king'; 

*11 follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord, 

nd let your reason with your choler question 
V'hat *tis you go about. 

[eat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
'hat it do singe yourself: — nay, be advis’d. 

Buck. Sir, 

am thankful to ^ou : and 1 go along 

ly your prescription : — but this top-proud fellow, 

V'hoin from the flow of gall I name not, but 
rom sincere motions, (S) bj intelligence, 
nd proofs as clear as founts in July, when 
/e see each grain of gravel, I do know 

0 be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck. To the king I’ll say’t ; and make my vouch 
as strong 

8 shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
ir wolf, or both, (for he is cqual(3) ravenous, 

8 he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief, 

8 able to perform it ;) 

inly to shew his pomp as well in France 

1 here at home, suggesta(4) the king our master 

(IJ He Btabi or wounds me by some artifice or fictioo. 

{8; Honest indipiation, warmth of integrity. Perhaps namt not, 
paid be blame not. 

from the /tow of gull I blame not. 
fS) Sqaaltorofuallg. Shakepeare frequently uses a^cctivesad- 

for escites. 
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To this j£ist costly treaty, the interview 
That swallow’d so much treasure, and, like, a glass, 
Did break i’ the rincing. 
iVbr. ’Faith, and so it did. 

Buck» ’Pray, give me fiivour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal 

The articles o’ the combination drew, 

As himseir pleas’d; and they were ratified, 

As he cried, — Thus let it be ; to as much end, 

As give a crutch to the 4ead : but our count(l) car^ 
dinal ^ 

Has done this, and ’tis well ; for worthy Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now, this follows,— 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason) Charles the emperor, 

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 

(For ’twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey) here makes visitation ; 

His fearaWer^4hat an interview betwixt 
England and France might, through their amity, 
Breed him some prejudice : he privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as 1 trow, — 

Which I do well ; for, 1 am sure, the emperor 
Paid ere he promis’d : whereby his suit was gmntcd, 
Ere it was ask’d — but when the way was made, 

And pav’d with gold, the emperor thus desir’d;— 
That he would {dease to alter the king’s course. 

And bre^k the tbresaid peace. Let the king know 
(As soon he shall by me) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell, his honour as he pleases, 

And for his own advantage. 

Nor. 1 am sorry 

hear this of him ; and could wish he were 
l^mething mistakeii in’t.(2) 

) Buck. No, not a syllable ; 


^Iv^olsey is afterwards called king cardinal. Pope and tbe sub- 
iequent editors read — court cardinal. 

(2) That is, that he were something different from what he is taki;n 
or supposed by you to be. 

B 3 
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1 do pronounce him in that very elmpe. 

He shall appear in proof. 

JEnter Sergeant at Arms^ Brandon, and Guards, 

R.U. 

Bran» {Crosses to Buckingham.) Sir, 

My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo you, my lord, ^ 

The net has fallen upon me ; I shall perish 
Under device and practice.(l) 

Bran. I am sorry 
To see you ta’en from liberty ; 

Tis his highness' pleasure, 

You shall to (he Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing 
To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me, 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of hea- 
ven 

Be done in this and all things t— I obey. 

(Gives his sword to the Serjeant at Armsy who is 
on his L.H.) 

Bran. Here is a warrant from. 

The king, to aliach Lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke’s chaplain, nam’d John de la Court, 

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,— 

Buck. So, so ; 

These are the limbs of the plot : no more, 1 hope. 
Bran. A monk o’ the Chartreux. 

Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins ? 

Bran, He. 

Bran. My surveyor is feke 5 the o’er-great car^ 
nal f 

Hath show’d him gold : my life is spann’d(S) already ty 


^ (1) i. e. unfair stratagem. 

, (2) Man's life, in scripture, is said to be but a tptm long. Pro> 
wiMy, therefore, it means, when 'tis 9pann*4 'tis end^. 
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I am the shadow of poor Backinffham ; 

Whose fl^re even this instant cloud puts on, 

By durk’ntng my clear sun. — My lord, farewdl. 

[^Exeunt Norfolk^ r.h. Buckingham^ Brandon^ 
and Qaards^ l.h. 

SCENE II . — The CounciUchamber. 

Enter^ u.h.s.b. the Lord Chamberlain, who goes 
L.H. King Henry, feoiiiwgow WoLSBY’ssAott/aer, 
advances to centre; Dukes Of Norfolk and 
Suffolk to r.h. Sir Thomas Lovel, to l.h. and 
Cromwell, r.h. — The Cardinal places himself at 
the King^s feet y on his right side* 

King. My life itself, and the best heart(l) of it, 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood I’ the level 
Of a fulUcharg’d confederacy ;(2) and ffive thanks 
To you that chok’d it. (The King ana Wolsey sit.) 
Let be call’d before us 

That gentleman of Buckingham’s in person 
rU hear him his confessions justify; 

And, point by point, the treasons of hb master 
He shall again relate. 

(Sir Henry Guilford speaks vaithout.) 
GuiL Room for thequeeo* 

Enter the Qubek, l.ii.o. ushered by Guilfo<ij>, who 
places a cushion^ on which she kneelt. 

* 

King. Rise. 

Queen. Nay, we must longer kneel ; I am a suitor. 
iKing. Arise, and take your place by us. 


(1) Heart is not here taken for theoiRan of drcnJatloa and life^ but, 
In a common and popular sense, for the most valuable or precioua part. 
X)ur author, in Hamlet^ mentions the heart of heart, ^hausted and 
effete ground ia said by the farmer to be out of heoxi. The ^rd and 
inner part of the oak ia called h^art of oak. 

(2) *1^0 stand in the level of k gun, ia to atand in a Hne with Us mouth 
ao aa to be hit by the ahot. 

B 4 
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{The King rises, takes her up, and places her at 
his i»H. — Sir Chtilford takes thi cushion, 

and retires, l.h.) 

StfUe Chairs. 

King. Queen. 

Stool. 

K^olsejf. 

Cromwell. Sir H, Guilfora, 

Suffolk, Sir T. Lofoel. 

Norfolk. Chamberlain. 


B.H. 


L.H 


, Half your suit 

Never name to us : you have half our power : 

The other moiety, ere you ask, ’tis given : 

Repeat your will, and take it. 

Queen. Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself ; and, in that love. 

Not nneonsider'd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity^ of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

King. Lady mide, proceed. 

Queen. I am solicited, not by a few. 

And those of true condition, that your sulyects 
Are in great grievance : there have been commissions 
Sent down among them, which hath flaw’d the heart 
Of all their loyalties : wherein, although, 

My good Lord Cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of tb^ exaction8,(l) yet the king our master, 
(Whose honour heaven shield from soil !) even he es- 
capes not • 

Langiuge unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
Ja loud rebellion. 
iVbr. Not almost appears, 
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It doth appear : for, upon these taxations, 

The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The inany(l) to them ’longing, 

Compell’d by hunger, 

And lack of other means, are all in uproar, 

And danger(2) serves among them. 

King. Taxation 1 

Wherein ? and what taxation ? — My Lord Cardinal, 
Vou that are blam’d for it alike with us, 

^now you of this taxation ? 

Wol. Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single ^rt, in aught * 

Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Queen. No, my lord, 

You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike ;(3) which are not 
wholesome 

To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions, 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing; and, to bear them, 

The back is sacrifice to the load. They say, 

They are devis’d by you ; or else you sufier 
Too hard an exclamation. 

King. Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? In what kind, let’s know, 

Is this exaction ? 

Queen. I am much too vent’rous 
In tempting of your jiatienoe ; but am bolden’d 

(1) The many is the nuiny, the train, the people. Dryden per* 
bapi^ the last that used this word : 

^ «The kings before their many.** 

(2) Could one easily believe that a writer, who had, but immediate- 
ly before, sunk so low in his expression, should here rise again to a 
height so truly sublime ? where, the noblest stretch of fancy, Dan^ 
^er is personaiiaied as serving in the rebel army, and shaki^ the esta- 
blished Mvemment 

(3) is, you know no more than other oounseUors, but you are 
the person who frame those things which are afterwards proposed, 
and known eqneUy by ail. 

B 5 
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Under your promisM pardon. The subjects* crief 
Comes through commissions, which compel from 
each 

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is nam’d, your wars in France : this makes bold 
mouths : 

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ; their curses now, 

Live u here their prayers did. 

1 would, your highness 
Would give it quick consideration. 

King^ By my life, 

This is against our pleasure. 

JFoL And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not past me, but 
By learned approbation of (he judges. If 1 am 
Traduc’d by ignorant tongues, — which neither know 
My faculties nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — let me say, 

Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. 

If shall stand still, 

111 fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 

We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. 

Kin^, Things done well. 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear; 

Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be feared. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe, not any. 

We must not rend our subjects from our laws. 

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ? 

» A trembling contribution ! Why, we take 
From eveiy tree, lop,(]) ba^k, and part o’the timber ; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack’d, 
T^air w ill drink the sap. To every county, " 


[1) Lop ii a lobstoDtiTe, and sigitUist Hie kNhwIki* 
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Where this is question’d, send ourletters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission : ’pray, lo^ to’t ; 

I put it to your care. 
fVoL A word with yon. 

( To Cromwell, who comes forward b.h. of Car- 
dinal.') 

Let there be letters writ to every diire, 

Of the king’s grace and pardon.-^The griev’d com- 
^ mons 

Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois’d. 

That through our intercession this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. Cromwell, b.h. 

Queen. X am sorry, that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displmure. 

King. It grieves many : 

The gentleman is leara’d, a most rase speaker. 

To nature none moro booadt but he^ my lady, 

Hath into monstrous habits put the gmees 
That once vrete his, and is become as black 
As if besmear’d in ^U. 

Enter SonvBvesi, l.h. 

Sit by us ; you shall hear 

(This was fais gentleman in trust) of him 

Thinn to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 

The nwe-recited practices « whereof 

We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

JVol. Stand forth ; and with bold qiirU lekite what 

• yo“> 

Afbst like a carefiil subject, have collected 
Out of (be Duke of fiuckiagham. 

King. Speak freely. 

pure. Ftfst, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech. That, if tlw king 
ShouM without issue die, he’d cany it so 
To make the Bceptfc his : these very <wonds 
, I have heard him utter to Us aondii^w. 
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Lord Aber^'oy ; to whom by oath be menac’d 
Reven^ upon the cardinal. 

fFol, Please your highness, note 
This dangerous conception in this point. 

Not friended by his ^ish, to your high person 
His will is most malimant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your mends. 

Queen. My learn’d lord cardinal. 

Deliver all with charity. 

King . Speah on : 

How grounded he his title to the crown. 

Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught? 

Sure, He was brought to this, 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins, 

His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

Kingt How know’st thou this ? 

Suto. Tkerejtt says he, a Chartreux frioTf that oft 
Hath sent to me, veishing me to permit 
John de la Court, my cnaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a medter of some moment t 
Whom after, under the coirfessioH's seal. 

He solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence. 

This pausingly ensu'd,-^Neither the king, nor his 
heirs, 

{Tell you the duke) shaU prosper t bid him strive 
2'o the Ume of the commonalty i the duke 
Shall gaoem England,— 

Queen. If I know you well, 

You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost yoor office 
On the complaint o’ the tenants : take good heed, 
Yeu charge not in your sjdeen a noble person. 

And spoil your nobler soul ; 1 say, take heed. 

King, Go forward. 

Sun. On my soul. I’ll speak but truth. 

UBi my lord the duke, b^ tiie devil’s illusions 
^(^gponk might be deceiv’d ; and that ’twas 
dang’rous for him 


IS 


SING HBNRT VIII. 

To ruminate on this:— he answer’d, Tush I 
' It can do me no damage ; adding further, 

. That had the king in nis last sickness fail’d, 

The cardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovel’s heads 
Should have gonb off. 

King. Ha ! what, so rank 1(1) Ah, ha I 
There’s mischief in this man. — Cans! thou say fur- 
ther? 

• Sure. I can, my liege. 

"^King. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reprov’d the duke 
About Sir William Blomer, — 

King. I remember 

Of su^ a time : — being my sworn servant, (!^) 

The duke retain’d him nis. — But on : what hence ? 

Surv. Ify quoth he, I for this had been committed^ 
Asy to the Tower ^ I thought ^ I would have plaj/^d 
The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Richard: who being at Salisbury ^ 
Made suit to come in his presence ; which Jf granted^ 
As he made semblance of his duty^ would" 

Have put hU knife into him. 

King, A giant traitor ! 

Wot. Now, madam, may his highness live in firee* 
dom. 

And this man out of prison ? 

Queen. Heaven mend all \ 

King. There’s something more would out of thee ; 
What say’st ? 

Surv. After — the duke his father y — with — theknifey 
He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Affotber spread on his breast, mounting his eyes, 
did discharge a horrible oath; whose tenour 
Was,— Were he evil us’d, be would out-go 


(1) Rank weeds, are Weeds grown up to great btsight and strength. 
Ulkaip Ays the King, tpoa he advanced to thu Pitch T 

( 2 ) Sir WnUam Blomer, (Hollnibed calls him iftlmer) was repii- 
manded bytheKing In the itar-cbamber, for that,beUig hta awom sei^ 
vant, he had left the King^ sertloe for the Dnhe of Bocklngbam's. 



' 14 KtHG nimir rtn. 

His father, by as mach as a peFfermance 
Does an irresolute purpose. « 

King. {Rises.) There’s his period, 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attach’d ; 

Call him to present trial ; if he may 

Find mercy in the law, ’tk his; if none, 

liCt him not seek’t of us ; by day and night, <1) 

He’s traitor to the height ! 

\^Flourish of trumpets.^^Exeunty £. h . 

SCENE III. — An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Lord Sands and Chamberlain, r.h. 


Cham. Is it possible, the spells of France should 
juggle 

Men into such strange mysteries ?(S) 

Sands. New customs, 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 

Nay, let ’em be unmanly, vet are fcdlow’d. 

They’ve all new legs, and lame ones ; one would take 

it, 

That never saw them pace before, the spavin, 

A springhalt, (3) reign’d among ’em. 

Enter Lovel, r.h. Crosses to l«h. 


Cham. What news, Sir Thomas Lovel ? 

(1) This, 1 beliere, was a phrase anciently signifying— of «// ttmet^ 
every way^ completely. In The Merry Wives of WiH&or^ Falstaff, at 
the end of hU letter to Mra. Ford, atylea hinsetf 

** Thine own true knight. 

By day or niqhtCy* &C. 

It ii here, probably, hm as an adjuration. 

(2) Mystenee were all^rical shows, which the ysmwpamrsefl thhse 
times exhUiited in odd fantastick habits. Mysteries are used, by an ei^y 
dgure, for those that exhibited mysteries: and the sense is only, that 
the travelled Englishmen were metamorphosed, by foreign nations, into 
sack an nncouthappeavance, that they looked like mainmers m a mystery. 

(4) The sinnghalt, or swinghaltf (as the old reads) js a dis- 
Ihcident tphorses, which gives them a convulsive motioii in their 
pukL JS0| k Mmeasses the TUrk, 1610 1 ** of akenenil 

gSiSMi/l and deldlity in their hama.** 

ilpEia Ben Jonson’s Barthvtvmvw Fait^ 

"Poor soul, she haa had ^stringhalt/’ 
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Loro* ’F]aith, ray lord, 

* 1 hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That’s clapp’d upon the court ^te. 

Cham* What is’t for ? 

Lod. The reformation of our travell’d mllants, 

That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors; 
Cham. I am glad ’tis there ; now 1 would pray bur 
inonsieurs 

Xo think an English courtier may be wise, 

Ited never see the Louvre. 

Sands. What a loss our ladies 
Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lov. Ay, marry, 

There will be woe indeed, lords ; 

A French song, and a fiddle, has no follow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle ’em ! I’m glad they’re 
going : 

Now, 

An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of {day, may bring bis plain-song, 
And have an hour of hearing; and, by’r-lady, 

Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said, lord Bands, 

Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands* No, my lord ; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham* Sir Thomas, 

W'hithcr are you a going ? 

Lov. To the cardinal’s ; 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. O, 'tis true t 

This^ight he makes a supper, and a great one, 
Ti^many Imrds and ladies; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom. I’ll assure you. 

Lav* Thtd churchman bears a bounteous mind iii« 


deed, 

A hand as fhiitful as the land that feeds us. 

Sands. He may, my lord, be has wherewithal; in him 


■Ji wlilili iisi 


They are set here 
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Cham. True, they are so ; 

But few now give so great ones. My batge stays ; 
Come, good Sir Thomas, {Crosses to centre.) 

We shiul be late else ; which I would not be ; 

For 1 was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford, 

This night to be comptrollers. — 

Your lordship shall along. 

Sands. Ay, ay ; if the beauties are there, 

1 must make one among them, to be sure. 

\^Exeunt^ l.»:. 

SCENE IV.— Place.—A state for the Cardi~ 
nal^ R.ii and tables for the guests^ ii.ii. l.h. and 
* centre.— Music. 

Annk Bcjllkn, Lady Denny, and other Ladies and 
Gentlemen^ as guests^ Wolsey's Servants attending 
themy discovered. 

Enter Guildford, r.h. 

Guil. Indies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes you all : this night be dedicates 
To feir content, and you : none here, he hopes. 

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 
As first-good company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. 

Enter Chahbeblain, Sands, and Lo vel, r.ii. 

O, my lord, you’re tardy ; 

TTie very thought of this fair company 
Clapp’d wings to me. 

Cham. You are young. Sir Harry Guildfotd. 

{Goes up to the ladies.) 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovel, had the cardinal 
But half mv lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet(l) ere they rested, 

t (1) ^peakg. Is n Matty r^eoMment. 

Mtet in to a regdar and prptrafiUd maat. The former U 

Ihg ifMpc torthb rahkhpeer I thefoi£er,|»erilhp8,heimldhavt reltn- 
of more pern^^^detimi. 
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Kim mwmiK viii. 

I think^ would better please ’em by my life, 

. They are a sweet society of fair" ones. 

O, tuat your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these ! 

Sands. I would, I were ; 

They should find easy penance. 

Lov. ’Faith, how easy ? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 
Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit }—{AU 
1 sit.’^^Anne Bullen and Lady Denny on form. 
L.H.)-Sir Harry, 

Place you that side, lii take the charge of this. 
(Uuildford goes to the table^ r.h. then centre^ 
complimenting the ladies. — Flourish of trnwi- 
pets.) 

His grace is ent’ring. — Nay, you must not freeze ; 
Two women plac’d together make cold weather : 

My lord Sands, you are one will keep ’em waking ; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my feith, 

{Lorcel goes to the tahle^ a.h.) 
And thank your lordship. — By your leave, sweet la- 
dies: 

(^SUs between Anne Bullen and Lady Denny ^ L.ii.) 
If 1 chance to talk a little wild, forgive me } 

1 had it from ray fether. 

Anne. Was he mad, sir ? 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too : 
But he would bite none ; just as 1 do now, 

He would kiss you twenty with a breath. 

(Kisses her.) 

Chqm. Well said, my lord.-— 

8o,«ow you are fairly seated gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

(Chamberlain goes to tdblcy l.h.) 
Sands. For my little cure, 

Let m^ alone, 

(Flourish of trumpets^ n.n.) 
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Enter Two Gbntlbmen, b.n.d. {who go behind the 
CardinoTs table) W olsby, two Puges^ and Crom- 
well .— of the Pages goes to l.h. of ca- 
nopy, one Page*and Cromwell at b.u. of it All 
rise.'^JPolsey takes his state^ r.h. 

W6L You are welcome, my feir guests; that noble 
lady, 

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 

Is not my friend : this, to confirm ray welcome ; 

(A gentleman pours out wine^ the Page gives it 
to Wolsey^ l.h.) 

And to you ail good health. 

(Drinks, — All sit, — Flourish of trumpets, l.h.) 
Sands Your grace is noble ; 

Let me have such a bowl may bold my thanks, 

And save me so much talking. 

(Servant gives him wine, l.h.) 
W6L My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours. — 
l^adies, you are not merry ;»gentlemen, 

Whose fault is this ? 

Smds 0 < The red wine first must rise 
In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall have ’em 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne^ ^ You are a merry gamester, 

My lord Sands. 

Sands, Yes, if I make my play:(l) 

Here’s to your ladyship: — -and pledge it, 
madam ; 

For ’tis to such a thing,— 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. 1 told your grace, they would talk anon. 
{Returns the cup to the Servant^ who goes to his 
former place.^Drums and trumpets^— can^ 
non dkcharged.’^Ail rise.) 

Wol. What’s that ?— 


( 1 ) Jflmsiif9h»9Hwr8smtSK 
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IfOok out there, some of you. 

^Cromweff crosses to l.h.d« and emtsl 
What warlike voice, 

And to what end, is this ? — Nay, ladies, fear not ; 

By all the laws of war you are privileg’d. {All rtf.) 

Caomwkll, l.u.d. 

Hour now ? what is’t? 

Cxom» A noble troop of strangers ; 

For so they seem: they’ve left their barge, and 
landed; 

And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

JVoL Good lord chamberlain, 

Go, give ’em welcome ; 

And, ’pray, receive ’em nobly, and conduct ’em 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them : — some attend him.— • 
[Exeunt Chamberlain^ Cromwell^ and two Qen* 
tlemen, l.h.d. 

You've now a broken banquet; but we’ll mend it. 

A "ood digestion to you all : and, once more, 

I shower a welcome on you;— 'Welcomeall. {Music.) 

Enter , CnoMWELL, l.h.d. introducing the King, 
Norfolk, and Suffolk, in mc^ksy and Eight 
Attendants habited as Shepherds^ followed by two 
Gentlemen. — Cromwell goes to the l.h. of Car- 
dinaPs cano^. Chambbrlain adx^antes to the 
Cardinal. The King^ Norfolk^ and Suffolk^ re* 
mairuin front of the stage. The Shepherds dance 
* up^ to the Ladies at table. The two Gentlemen 
return to their former places. 

A noble company ! What are their pleasures 7 
Cham. Because they speak no English, thus they 
pray’d 

To. tell your grace that, having he^rd by feme • 

Of this so noble and so ftir assenibiy 

rhjs night to meet hete, they could do no less, 
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Out of the ffreat respect they bear tobeauty, 

* But leave their flocks ; and under your fair conduct; 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
All hour of revels with them. 

fVoL Say, lord chamberlain, 

They’ve donetny poor house grace ; for which I pay 
them 

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their plea- 
sures. 

( The Chamberlain seems to pay them thee Car- 
dinar s compliments. He thep^goes to the 

company at the tables l.h. centre^ fol- 
lowed by Norfolk and Suffolk. As the King 
is going j he sees, and is struck with the beauty 
of Anne Sullen. Lord Sands^ who knows the 
King, rises and stands at Lady Denny^s b.h. 
The King takes Lord Sand'^s place, and con- 
verses with Anne Sullen. — The Shepherds 
take out eight Ladies to dancer when it ts done, 
they separate— four couple b.h. four couple 

L.H.) 

King* The fairest hand I ever touch’d 1 O, beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 

CFhe King rises and comes forwards l.h. Suf- 
folk and Norfolk advance— Suffolk at the 
King^s B.H. — The Chamberlain remains at 
cenire table till the Cardinal calls to him-) 
Wol. My lord, — 

Cham. Your grace? 

W6L ’Pray, 'tell 'era thus much from me : 

There should be one amongst ’em, by his person, 
More worthy this place than myself ; to whom , 

If 1 but knew him, with my love and duty 
1 would surrender it. 

Cham. 1 will, my lord. 

(Chamberlain whispers Norfolk, crosses to Suf- 
folk as/id whispers him — then crosses to the 
King find whispers — the King nods.^ 

Wol. W W aR]| they t 

Chdm. Such a one, they aU eemfess, 

There is, indieed i which they would have your grvoe 
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^ KING yill. 

.^nd out, and he will take it.(l) 
i5Pb/. Let me see then, 
all your good leares, gentlemen (Kneels.)— 

• here Fll make 
Vly royal choice. 

% King. (Crosses to Cardinal md raises i^m.)Y oil* Ye 
found him, cardinal : 

(When the King unmasks^ all unmask. While 
he is speaking to the Chamberlain^ Norfolk 
^and Suffolk go to the centre table^ and talk with 
%he Duchess of Norfolk^ and the Marchioness 
of Dorset^ who adoance in front of the centre 
table.) 

STou hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord : 

STou are a churchman, or, 1*11 tell you, cardinal, 

[ should judge now unhappily.(2^ 

Wol. 1 am glad, 

Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

King. My lord chamberlain, — 

(Chamberlain advances to King*s R.u.) 
What fair lady’s (hat ? 

Cham. An’t please your grace. Sir Thomas Bullen’s 
daughter, 

The Viscount Rochford, one of her highness’ women. 

(Chamberlain crosses behind to l.h. of canopy. 
When Anne Bullen advances^ Ltord Sands and 
Lady Denny advance at her l.h, SirJ. Lo- 
vel L.H. of the Chamberlain— Lord Sands and 
Lady Denny salute with ceremonious for^ 
mality and c^ectation.) 

King. By heaven, she is a dainty one.-^Sweei 
heart,— (Anne Bullen advances l.h.) 

I were upiUannerly, to take you out, 

(To Anne Bt/dlen.) 

4nd not to kiss you. (3) — A health, gentlemen. 

Let it go round. ( They salute the ladies . ) 

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovel, is the banquet ready 
l.the privy chamber ? 

' (1) Tbat is, take the chief place. 

(2) That is, unUtcHhf^ wOiMtwuMljf. 

. (3) A kiss was aacicntly the established fee of a lady’s psitaer. 
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liov. Yes, my lord. 

WoL Your grace, 

1 fear, is a little heated. 

King. I fear, too much. 

WoL There’s fresher air, my lord, 

In the next chamber. 

King. Lead in your ladies, every one. 

Page gives two lights from the CardinaVs 
table to the Chamberlain^ who gives them to 

VVolse^j a.H.) 

Nay, come; 

I must not yet forsake you : — let’s be merry.— 

Good my Lord Cardinal, I’ve half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead them once again ; 

Which being ended, they shall all go sleep ; 

Tien this, ivhich doth a happy vision seem, 

May be again repeated in a dream. 

[^Flourish of drums and trumpets.^Exeunt 
Chamberlain j Wolsey^ with lights , Kiing and 
Anne Bullen^ Norfolk and Marchioness of 
Dorset^ Suffolk and Duchess of Norfolk^ 
Lord Sands and Ladj/ Denny ^ Lovel and 
Guildford^ Cromwell^ and Pages^ l.h.d. TVie 
drop closes on the rest of the company. 

END OF ACT 1. 


ACT II. 

SCENE h—A Street.^A bell tollsy and mujffed 
drums beat. 

Enter two TYpstaves, wands; two muffled drums in , 
black; four Guards^ with swords drawn; Lovbd ; \ 
Executioner^ axe head towards Buckingham ; 
Buckingham, Guildford, two Gentlemen in 
mournings and four Guards, with haiberts, b.h/ 
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L Vou that thus fiir have come to pity me^ 

/tear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 
I'nhve this day nreceiv’d a traitor^s judgment, 

AtiOkby that name must die ; yet heaven bear witness, 
An(U if 1 have a conscience, let it sink me, 

Ev<m as the axe falls, if 1 be not faithfuU 
The law 1 bear no malice for my death, 
has done, upon the premises, but justice ; 

Eut those, that sought it, 1 could wish more chris- 
lians ; ' 

Be what they will, 1 heartily forgive ’em. 

For further life in this world I ne’er hope, 

Nor will 1 sue, although the king have mercies 
More than 1 dare make faults. You few that lov’d 
me, 

And dare be bold to weep fer Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me, like good angels, to my end; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 

And lift my soul to heaven . — {Bell tolls. on. 

£iOv. I do beseech your grace, for charity, j 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck, Sir Thomas Lovel, I as free forgive you. 

As 1 would be forgiven. 

Commend me to his grace ; 

And if he speak of Buckingham, ’pray, tell him, 

You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king’s ; and, till my soul forsake me, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : may he live 
Long^ ^ban 1 have time to tell his years { 

E^er belov’d, and loving, may his rule be ! 

And, when old time shall lead him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 

To the water side I must conduct your grace ; 
Theh give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
tVho undertakes you to your end. 

0uiL Prepare there ; 
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The duke is coining : see, the nuge be ready ; 

And fit it with such furniture^ as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Henry, 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 

When 1 came hither, 1 was lord high constable, 

And Duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward Bo* 
hun: 

Yet 1 am richer than my base accusers, 

That never knew what truth meant : 

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who first raisM head against usuroing Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray’d, 

And without trial fell : I had my trial. 

And, must needs say, a noble one ; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched fiither : 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we lov’d most 
Heaven has an end in all :’^yet, you that hear me. 
This from a dying man receive as certain : — 

Where you are liberal of your loves, and counsels. 

Be sore, you be not loose ; for those you make friends. 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to sink^ou. — {The bell tolh.y— 
All goM people. 

Pray for me ! 1 must now forsake you ; the last hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad. 
Remember Buckingham. 

{The bell tolls — muffied drums beai^ each ihrice.^f 
lEjpeunt two ii^stoDeSy two muffled drums^ 
four Guards j with drawn swords^ Executioner^ 
Buckingham^ Loveland Guildford^ four Oen^ 
tlemen^ and two Guards^ with halberts. 



Hit. #' 

^Hter NoBFotK mtHins 

Nor. Vrell mot, my l»rd dMtAlierialili. 

SlAafn. Goo4ii»ytoboth»<Mirgtacf|Mk 

Suf. Howi^MlfckMp^loyel; 

CAam. *1 left lint private, , t 
Full of m 4 tfioughta aif4 faronilH^* 

Nor, VViat'a j^Oftnae? . 

Cham. ike marria^ with Bit brotbotV 

wife 

Has crept tm i^r bis CNMncience. 

Suf. No,liW(|nuiim9ittto« 

Has crept too nwT aootbor lady. 

Nor. ’Tis so : 



Suf. T my IwBveo rhe*A nevof itnonk btowNf 

%lS6. b 

Nw. We 1 m( 4 nra^nty, 

And heartily, for 
Or this imphrlwii 

From princds lietW^Aj « , 

him s ^ ^ 


him: 

My lord, . 

Ch^ Excuse me ; 


(CnuM^fa h H<) 


wmne AaAVU9«9 «U9 f ^ «U JUi 

^Rie^ Iptb lent i Mm 

Yoa’lj ftnia mMt uqit%ne to%tarfil|E£ 

Healtft fo yowhtcdibl^ »'*>• 

Si;.tlmfcw. ^ 

Kfnwj b.Vud. petril^jjeiuferty. 
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King Who’s there ? ha ? 

Nor, Tray heaven, he be not angry. 

King, Who’s there, I say ? Ho\v dare you thrus^ 
yourselves 

Into my private nicdiiations ? 

Who am I ? ha ? 

Not, a gracious king, that pardons all offences, 
Malice ne’er meant : our breach of duty, this way. 

Is business of estate ; in which we come 
'J’o know your royal pleasure. 

King, you are loo bold ; 

Go to ; I’ll make ye know your times of business ; 

Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ? 

Knter \VoLSBY,awa CWr/iwo/ C ampbius, b.h. with 
, a commission. 


Who’s there? my good lord cardinal ? — O my VVol- 
sey, 

The'quiet of rny wounded C4)nsciencc, 

Thou art a cure fit for a king.— You’re welcome, 
Mjost learned reverend sir, into our kingdom ; 

Use us, and it : — My good lord, have great car» 

I be not found a talker (I) 

WoU Sir, you cannot. 

I would your grace would^give us but an hour * 

Of private conference. 

King, Wo are busy ; go. 

Nor, This priest lias no pride in him? “) 

Suf, Not to speak of; 

1 would not be so sick though, (2) for his 

place: ^ ‘ i ^ 

But this cantiot continue. YiAside,) 

Nor, If it do, 

I’ll venture one heave at him. 

Suf, I another. 

Ki^g* Go. ' “ * ^ 

[^Eweunt Suffolk and Norfolk^ h,ii. 


j|4t) tlifi niejliiing to carf be tdke^ that phmUe be , . 

Mor my proffMions of welcimie be not found empty talk, 

{2) X'hat is> xo sick as he is proud. 



viii. 2^ 

^ fVoL Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 

f 5 all priyces, in committing freely 

scruple to the voice of Christendom: 
can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 
Ipania>d, lyM by blbod and favour to her, 
now confess, ifllieyJiave any goodness, 
rial just aitd noble. All the clerks, 
h, the lealf-ned ones, In Christian kingdoms, . 
Have their free^wypes ;(i) Rome, the nurse of judg- 
ment, . 

Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man, 

This ju^ and learned priest, cardinal Campeius ; 
Whom, once more, 1 present unto your highness^ 
King. In mine arms 1 bid him welcome, 

And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; 

They've sent m'e such a man 1 would have wishM 
for. Ss. 

Cam. Yoiir^racc must needs deserve all strangers’ 
loves, 

You are so noble": To your highness’ hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue,— 

(The court of Rome commanding,) — you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, arc join’d with me their servant, 

In the unpartial judging of this business. 

King. Two equal men. The queen shall be ac^ 
quainted « 

Forthwith, for what you come. — Where's Gardiner f 
IVoL^ 1 know, your majesty has^ always lov’d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 

Scholar^, allow’d freely to arg^ue for her. 

Ay, and the best she shall have | and my 
favour 

To him that does best ; heaven forbid else. Cardinal, 
’Pr’ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary ; 

1 find him a fit fellow. ' 


The constnictioa is, have senr their voices } the word 
ich occurs in the next line, being undenitoodheri. 

c8 
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WoLSEY beckons on GAkDiNRR,^ii.H. 

WoL Give ine your hand ; mugh joy and favour/ o 
you; 

Yon are the kinj^’s now. 

Gard, But to be cominanded 
Forever by yonr grace, whose band hai rais’d mey, 

{Aside,) 

King, Come hithej*,jGfardiner. 

{Gardiner crosses to the King — ihej/ go up the 
stage^watks and whispers with him,) 

Cam, y lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man’s place before him P 
WoL Y es, he was. 

Gam, Was he not held a learned man ? 

WoL* Yes, surely. 

Cam, Believe me, Ihcre’san ill opinion o’preadthcii 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

WoL How! of me? 

Cam, They will not stick to say ^ you envy’d him ; 
And, fearing be would rise, he was so virtuous, 

Kept hina a foreign man still :(1) which so griev’d 
him 

That he ran inad^ and died. 

Wbi. peace be with hfm t 

That’s Christian care enough : for living miirniurers. 
There’s places of rebuke. He yyas a fi>ol y 
For he would needs be virtuous : that good fellow, 

If I command him, follows my wpointment ; 

I will have none so near ebe. Learn this, Brother, 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner persons. 

King, Deliv^ this with n^esty to the queen! 
[^The^King advances between the Cardinals , — 
Exit Gardiner^ r.u. ^ . 

The most convenient place that I can think of, 

For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 


(tp ICrtp him oat of the luog*8 preaifDce, employed in foreign Aiv- 
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There ye ^Imll meeft about this weighty husinesjs : — 
My W olsey , see it furnish’d. — O niy lord, ^ 

Would it noli grieve an able man, to leave' 

Jwswee^a bedfelloyr ? But, conscience, conscience, — 
Oj ’tis au^ider place, and I must leave her, ^ 

T [Ed^euh^the*King^ fFblsej^y and Campeius^ b.h. 

Anti-chamber of th^ Queen's 
Apartments^ 

Enter Ansr Bullen nndLADV Dbbny, l.h, 

^Atte,^Not for that neither here’s the pang that 
pinches : 

His highness having liv’d so long with lier ; and she 
So gooa a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronoiuimi d fthtnreur of her : — 

I swear ’f^betler to be lowly born, 

And range wi^h humble livers in content, 

Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief. 

And wear a golden sorrow : 

Who would on such conditions be a queen ? 

Lady D. Beshrew me, 1 would ; so would you, 

For all this spice of your hypocrisy. 

Anne, Nay, good tnith, — 

Lady D. Yes; troth and troth, — You wcuild not be 
. *a que^ji ? 

Annex No, not for all the ribh^ undhr heaven. 
Lady D. A three-peiice bowM would hire me, 

Old as'l am, tp queen it: but, 1 pray yon, ' 
What think you of a duchess? have yotl limbs 
To bear that load of title*? 

Adtne* No, in truth^^/s (Crosses to 

Lady D. 1 would 11^ be a young bouiit in your 
-way, 

For more than blushing comes to. 

Anne, How you do talk! 

1 sweat again, I would not be a queen 
I'^r all the world. 


€ 3 
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Ladi/ D. Ill faitli, fo|[ little fingUnd 
I'ou’d venture an cmballing :(1) I m)seir 
Would for Carnar\otishire, although th«5re 'long’d 
No more to the crown but that. — I jO, whg^ con 
here ? 

Enter the Chamuhrlain, (-..h. 

I ' ^ 

Chants Good morrow, ladies. Wh? t wcie’t worth 
to know 

The secict of your conference ? 

Anne. My good loVd, 

Our mistress’ sorrovis we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becom iig 
The action of good women : there is> ho|ie, 

All will be well. 

Anne* Now I praj heaven, ame»i . 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, an^ heavenly 
blessings 

I ollow such creatures. That )oa may, faiMady, 
Perceue 1 spe<ik sincerely, 

The king’s majesty 

Coimnends his good opinion of you, and 
Does purpose honour to }ou no less flowing 
Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thonsaqd imunds a year, annual support, 

Out of his frmce he ^dds. 

Anne, i doAlot kpow 

What kind of my obedience I should tender ; 

More than my all is ]iotbtng.(S) 

(1} Li J f 0 ^ni;rlaud seems vciy propel ly opposed to all the wot Id 
but It hajBss C ai Harionshit e to do hero ? Does it refer to the '^T^h ol 
EtlwaroaL at Caiparvun ^ or way not this be the tillusion ? By httle 
EnglandW ineaot, perhaps, that temtoty in Pembiokeshire, where the 
rii wings settled in Henry Ist*s time, who bpeahin;^ a langu^o^ very 
different from the Welsh, and bearings some affinity to the English, 
this fettile spot was (ailed by the Britons, as we arc told by Camden, 
Ijl/tle Enq^/and hu/oHtl Whales, and, as it is aieiy auitfiil coiintr), 
be justl} opposed to the mountainous and barren country of Carr 
fl&VOM. 

Npt onl} my all is nothings but if my all yrere more than it i. 
it still nothing. 
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IJescech jv>ur lordship, 

/oiicliaafc to speak ray thanks, and ray otedience, 

Vs Irora a bTushiii" handmaids to his highness ; 
^VIio^H)ealth and royalty 1 pray for. 
f Lady, 

i shall iit)t aul to approve the fair conct'it,(l) 

The kiritf Inlm of you.— I have \>erused her we’l ;(‘i) 
fcbauty ^d ionoiir in her are so mingled, 
riAt they hal^aught the king : and who knows yet, 
Hvii from this laSy may pioceed a gem, 
iV) all this isle ? — IMl to the king, 

^iidsay, 1 spoke with )OU. 

My honour’d lord. 

\_E%it Chamberlain^ ii.ir. 
LaiK J), The Marchioness of Pembroke ! 

A thoiiliiid pounds a year ! for ])ure respect ; 

No ot : by in) lile, 

I'hat pro^^es more thousands by this time, 

1 know ytnN^liiiibs will bear a duchess -say, 

Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne, Good lady, 

Make ^oui'self mirth with your particular fancy, 

And leave me out on’t. ’Would 1 kid no being, 

Jf this salute ray blood a jot; it faints me, 

I'o think what follows. — 

The queen is comfortless, an^d we forgetful 

(Crosses to r*U.) 

1 11 our long absence ; ’’pray , do not driver 
What here you're heard, to her. 

Ladi/ D. What do you think me ? 

l^Ejeeunt Anne BuUen and Ladg Denny ^ ji.ii. 


SCiiNE IV . — A Hall in Bl&ckfriars„ — Flourish of 
trumpets and drums* 

(L) I o>hAl1 not omit to strengthen, by my Gommeadation, the upi> 
nioi. which (he King lia-i formed. 

(2) Fr >m the many artf'd strokes of address the poet has throwrn in 
upon Qiifcn EUzabeth nnd lirt mother, it should seem that this play 
waa ten and performed in bis royal mistrebs's time : if so, some Itnc'^ 
added by him in the last scene, after the accci|klQa of her bucccs 
bor, King J«imes. " 

c 4 
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The Count sitting for the trial^of Quern Katharine 
— The KiNGf WoLSKY, Campkius," Norfolk 
Suffolk, Chamrerlain, jLovEi^ Croj^lr elvs 
Binhopsy Judges^ Gentlemen and Hadie^^ Cleik t ( 
the Courts Officers and Guards jdisciyifi ed* 


Guards. 

Chamberlain. 


Ci Norfolk. 
Wolsey. 
Cross. 


Throne. 

King. 




g 

1^1 


Crozier. 

Crier on stool. 


1 

Gfiards. 
• Indffolk. 
Sir T. Lovel. 
Campeius. 
Cross. 
Crazier. 


to 

It. a 

Vh, a 

S? 


fPoL Whilst our commission frcr.A s reau^ 

Let silence be commanded. 

King. What's the need ? 

It hath already publicly lieen read, 

And on all sides the authority allow’d ; 

You may then spare that time. 

Wol. Be’t so i — Proceed 

Crom. Say, Henry king of England, come into the 
court. 

Clerk. Henry king of , England, &c. 

, Kt;2g. Here. 

Oromm Sa^ Katharine qncin of England, come 
into the court. 

Clerk. KathaVine queen of England, &c. 


Enter the Queen, l.h* preceded by Guildford 
xeith a cushion^ which he places } then the Qt.^en 
kneels.^When the Queen enters^ all stand up and 
bow to her — they remain standing till the Queen 
rises from the cushion. 

Queek. Sir, I desite you do me right and justice ; 
Apd to bestow your pity on me : for 
r Kta a most poor woman, and a stranger, 
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Born out of 70m* dominions ; having hene ' 

^,0 judge indifferent, nor no n\ore assurance 

fr\Midship and proceeding.— aS/zc mrs— 
* ^^^uVaford removes the cushion^ and remains 
i Xr ) — Alas, sir, 

^In whu( ham I offended you ? what cause 

i\bel aviour ariven to your displeasure, 

Timt thi^ ym should proceed to put me off, 

take yd&Tiood grace from me ? Heaven \vitiies«, 
I been to you a true and humble wife. 

At all times to your will conformable. 

Sir,f^l to mind, 

ThatX have been your wife, in this obedience, 
UpwaUs of twenty years, and have been biess’d 
With many chi^^dren by you : 'if, in* the course 
And pr\cev«^^^ tjjjpe, you can report, 

And prme it too, against naine honour aught, 

R'!y Iwnd l\ wedlock, or my lo\e and duty 
Against joiir^sacred pcrson,(l) hi God’s name, 

Torn me away ; and let (hc'foul’st conlempt 
Shu: d(K)r upon me, and so give ine*up . 

To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir, 

The king, your fatjicr, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And uiiinatch’d wit and judgment: Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign’d by many 
A )ear before; it is not to ba-question’d 
I’hat they had gather’d alvise coundl to them 
Of every realm, that did debate ibis business, 

Who deem’d our marriage lawful ; wherefore I 
Imhibly 

Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till 1 may 

(1) The raeaiiinj^of this’passage U stiffioiently dear, but the con-* 
Btruction of it hiiS puazled us all. It is evidently erroneous, but may 
be amended by merely removing tlie word or from the middle of the 
becond line to the end of it. It then run thna^ 

* ■ -ag-nimt my honour aarht. 

My bond to wedloik^ — 9»iy Toyo UHtf dutyyurttr 
^gninst your savred person^ Ac. « 

This slight alteration makes it grammatical, as well as intelligihle. 

Q 5 
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•iie by my frknds in Spain advis'tf; wimpe counsel 
I iriti implore : if not ; i* the naq^ of beqt^n. 

Vour pleasure be fulfill'd I 

ffo/. (Rixes.^ Yoft ^ve hert^ lady, 

-And of your chMce^ thesf; reverend fatberaxliii;M 
0$fiin^iilar int^^y and learning, ' 

Yea, (he elect land, who are assenjjble^/' 

To plead your dause : it shall be lhereibr:^bootle(|p, 
That longer ynu defer the court } as lyeH- 
For yoiintoja^n qaiet, as.lo rectify 
.What is unsettled tbe hing. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well, and Justly:- tlieretbre, qaadi^i, 

It’s fit t^s loyai session da procera ; ^ 

And tlt^ DrithOMt delay, their arguments 
Be nouf produc’d, and hegrd. <> . 

Queen. Lord cardinal, , "XCaihpe^ts rises.) 

To you 1 speak. 

fVoL Your pleasure, madam ? 

(Wahey aavances, h.h.^ 

Queen. Sir, ... 

I am ^nt to ymep ; biit, thinking that 
We are a queeqi, (or long hav^ *<*) certain, 

The daughter of a king, oy drppq of tears 
I’ll turn to ip^lill.ofdre^-^ 

Woli fte'pal^y^. 

Qmc^. X 1^, yon are humble ; nay, before, 
Or heaven wilTil^iapjpo^* 1 dc believe, 

Induc’dixy pot^ (wqap^tapqfrt, Ibat 
You are mine mi^y; and mals^^y challenge, (I) 
You sh^ not M roy wdge ; ^.it is you 
Have.bfown this coal betwixt' ray lord and -hae,— v. 
Which heavfp’s dew quapolil— '^'herefore, f^'say 
again, 

‘1 utterly alfotnr, yea, firom my cool 
Refuse youjbr uny judge 5(g) whom, yet once more, 

(1) CkolUnge is licre a a la^r term. The ^iritninal, 

when he i^fuaes a juiYinan, am—/ cbfalenge him. 

(2) Theae are irafliiere wojn^ of p^sbiiy hut technical terms in the 

.canon law. , , ' ' ' ' ' - " 
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I hold my most rii'blioious foe, khd think niot 
. ^ At all a friand to trat h, " 

\ M^oL Madam, you do me wrong : 

spleen against y6tt \ rtoif injustice 
JP or you, ^any : how (hr 4 have' proceeded, 

0r hmv far fttrtlier shjill, is warranted 
By^ cm^iffiion from the coiisishfiry, 

Ye^ the consistory of Rome. You charge mej 
} hav^lwf#thm coal : I do deny it: 

ThhkMog is present : if it be known to hini, 

Thai l\ainsay my deed, how may he wound, 
AndW&tbily, my falseh(x>d ? yea, as miich 
As yo\ have don# my truth. 

In him\ 

] t lies, ^ cure me : and the cure is, to Jv 
RemovmtiiAfi/^iiMjjgghts tmm you : the which before 
His higlw^ess shall speak in, I do beseech 
You, graciL^’s madam, to unthink your speaking', 

And (q say so'' no more. , ► 

Qaeen.* My lord, my lord, 

1 am a simple woman, much too weak . 

To oppose your cuiming'. You’re meek, Und buthbte 
mouth’d . 

You sign(l) y(mr place and cafUng, fn full seOihing^ * 
With meekness and huiullity : bat ymr beart 
Is cramm’d with afrrogancy, spleen, and pride ; 

That again » C WoUtg to his 

1 do refuse you for my judge hore, 

Before you all, a|q[>eal Unto the pObe^ ^ 

To bring my whoto.caute ^fore bis holiness, 

And to be judg’d by hitU. 

^Queen crofret to R.u. Guildfprd preceding her. 
She curtsies \o ike King (md'jqffets to depart.) 
Cam. The queen is obstinate, 

Stfihl^rn to ji^ioe^ apt to accuse il^.pnd 
Disdainful to Be tr^d by it; His not well. 

She’s going away'. 

/Detestvr and Reeuso. The former, io die langasge of canonists, 
dignities no morcj than I protest against. 

(Ij for answer. 

c 6 
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King, G^l her again* 

Clerk, Katharine, queen of JBngland, tconie into 
the court. 

Guik Madanii you are callVl back. 

Queen, What need yoaeiotc it} ’Pra^^oii, keep 
jour way : 4 ^ ^ 

When jou are calPd, return now the hel|i^ 
They vex me past my patience ! — Suildf^d, 
R. li.]— rPmy you, pass on«^ 

I will not tarry ; no, nor ever more, 

Upon this business, my appearance make 

In any of their courts. , [Exh^J . 11 . 

King, Go thy ways, Kate? A 

That man i’the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted, ^ 

For speaking false in that : thou art, i 

The queen of earthly queens: — she^a noble bo^ii ; 

And, like her true nobility, she has 
(3arry’d herself towards me. 

frol, {Rues.) Most gracious air, 

In humblest manner 1 require your highness, 

That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ^r$, (mr where I’m robb’d luid bound, 
There luust 1 be unloos’d) whether ever 1 
Did broach ibis taisiness to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to..(be question on’t. « 

King, My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you ; yea. upon mine honour, 

J free ydii froin’t. Vou are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs, 

Bark when their fellows do ; by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You’re excus’d ; — 

But will vou raqrc justiA’d 7 — you exer 

Have^'wiSn’d the sleeping of this businesIP; 

And oft have hiMclej’dj.oft, 

Th^assnges made toyrard it :(1) — on my honour, 

t * 

(l) i. e. ot fatteMd, 
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I speak my good lord cardinal to tbts pointy 

And thus far clear him. * Now, what movM me to’t, 

’’^'hHR it cnnie ; — give heed to’t 

My con ^lence fir^t receiv’d a tenderness, 

ScniDle, ard.prick.(l) on certain speeches utter’d 
^fy llre^ishd|s of Bayonne, then Freneh embassador ; 
h v>jr iioVjsliHe i’the world against the person 
Of ?*iiv gobdigueen ; 

P<ofe but ouriaarriage lawful, by my life, 

Ant^ Snugly dignity, we are contented 
To vew our mortal state to coiiie,*with her, 
KntiVmne, onr queen, before the priinest creature 
That’^paragon’d o’tbe world, 
fV/»A So please your highness, 

The quVeii being absent, ’tis a needful dlnesa 
That w j^his court to further d&y : 

Mcaiiwl^le mustbean earnest motion 
Mad(‘ to tliv queen, to call back her appeal 
She intouds iTnte his holiness. 

A7wg. Break up the court. — 

(T/ie Kin^ rises and advanceS’^all start up.) 
These cardinals trifle with me : 1 abhor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome.— « 

My learn’d and well-bclov’d si*rvant, Cranmer, 
’Prythee, return I with thy approach, 1 know,* 

My comfort comes along. — Break up the court. 

(F/omish of drums and trumpets. ^The drop 
closes them in^) 

END OP ACT It. 


ACT III. 

sCENE I . — AntUchamber to the King^s Apart^ 
m^nts. 

]$nter Norfolk, Suffolk^ the Earl qjf Surrey, 
and the Crambbrlain, l.h. 

1) Prick of conscience was the term in confesbion. 
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iVor* If you Mill now unite in your complaints, 
Jltld force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under tliem« 

S^/r, 1 arn joyful 

To meet the least occasions, that may give jwe 
Remembrance of my father4ii-la\v, the dr uc, 

To be reveng’d ori hnn. 

Stif. Which of the [>eeis ^ 

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, Or at^eaoc 
Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person, 

Out of himself ?( I) 

Cham. My lords, if ^ou (»iinot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; Tor he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king% his tongue. 

Nor. O, fear him not : 

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
'I'he honey of his language : 

In the divorce, hia contrary’ proceediiigs(^j 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 

As I would wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 
Hi^ practices to light ? 

Suf. Most *^l1mgely. 

Sur 0% n 9 W 5 how ? 

Suf. The cardinal’s letter to the poiie miscarry’d, 
And came to the eye o’the king $ wherein was read, 
How tliat the cardinal did entreat his holiness 


To stay the judgment oHhe divorce ; for if 
It did take place, I do^ quoth he, perceive 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of t!\e tpieenre^ ladhy Anne BuUen. 
Sur. Has the king this ? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. W ill this n ork ? 


iBE 

WKSm 


hen did l^fnv«Tet esreftl to carry his oira dignity to the 

[bight, regard anr dtgmtg ^ nnetktr 2 

^vate practices opposite to his public procedure. 
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Cham, The king in ihh perceives hiiii> bow he 
coasts, 

An4 hedi'es,(1 ) his own way. Bui in this point 
AH hi^^'-icks rounder, and he brings bis physic 
After Ills p’Uieiit’s death ; the king already 
HathVmarric^\the fair lady. 

-S'zrr^ButJlwiU the king 

tlrk4(^ter of the cardinars ? 

(3ai Cainpeiiis 

Is slilA away to Rome; hath ta’en no leave ; 

Has yen the cause o' the king iinhandled ; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, » 

To sec md all his pot. 1 do assure you. 

The king cry’d, ha ! at this. 

M?r.^Rut. mV lord, 

W hen n turns Cranmer ! 

Suf, He is return'd, in his opinions ; which 
Have sdtisfy'd the king for his divorce ; 

Shortly, 1 belie\e, 

His second mariiagc shall be publish'd, and 
Anne’s coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d queen ; but princess dowager, 

And widow to prince Arthur.>~ 

The cardinal — 

Enter Wolsey and CaoMWCifL, r.h. 

Nor. Observe, observe, he’s moody. 

PToL The packet, Cromwell, 

Gave’t you the king ? 

Cmm. To his own hand, in his bed-ctiamber* 

WoL Look’d he o’ the inside of the paper ? 

Crom. Presently 

H^id onseal them : and the first he view’d, 

Be did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his countenance : you, he bade 
Attend'him here this morning. 


(1 ) I/etiftHg is byjand, wbat eoasti^g Is sea. 
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WoL Is he reiidy 
'J'o come abrond ? 

Cram. I think, by this lie is. 

IVoL Leave me a while. 

behind^ and exit Cromwell, l if. 
It shall be to the duchess of Alengon, X 

The French hint’s sister ; he shall marry hej/— 

Aline Bullen ! No ; I’ll no Anne Bullensyfri him U 
There’s more in’t than ftir vi8nee."<«^-Jif!rifcQ I 
'No, we’ll no Rullens ! — ^Specdiiy 1 wish ^ \ 

To hear from Rome.-^The marchioness of Pei(ibr /ke ! 
Nor. He’s discontented. 

Suf. May be, he hears the king 
Does whet his anger to him. 

. Sur. Sharp enough, 

Lord, for thy justice! 

WoL The late queen’s gentiew'omnn^ a' knight’s 
daughter 

To be her mistress’s mistress ! the queen’s queen ! — 
This candle burns not clear: ’tis I must snuff it ; 

Then, out it goes. — What though 1 know her virtu- 
ous, 

And well deserving? yet I know her for 
A spiecny Lutheran, and not wholesome to 
Oiir cause, — thkt she should lie i’thc bosom of 
Our hard-rui’d king ! Again, there is sprung up 
A heretic, nn aceh one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl’d into the tavour'of the king, 

And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex’d at something. 

Hur. I would, ’twere something that would fret the 
string, 

The master dord of his heart. 

Suf, The king, tin* king. 

'Enttr (he King, r.h. with a tetter in his hand, and 
reading a schedule, ( 1 ) 

» Itet th. Cwdinal«ave t1i« King .« loTentoiy of his own pri vaie 
l^by m^Ive> and thi^jr sUned hhnself, is a known vwuition 
history. ShAkspoilre, however, has not injudiciously 
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' King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his oWii| portion ! and what expense by*the hour 
to flow from him ! How, i’the name of thrift. 
Does he rake this together ? — Now, ray lords ; 

Saw you the cardinal ? * 

My'^o^d, we have 

Stood ^jre observing him : some strange commotion 
Is in his ^K^in ; ^ 

In ufiost strange .gestures 
Wt'^'^een him set himself. 

E ir^ It may well be ; 

The^cis a mutiny in his mind. — If we did think 
His contemplations were above the earth, 

And fix’d on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell i^ his niusttigs i but, l am afraid, 

Ills thini'dngs are below the moon* . 

(27e^? King^ns to the Chamberlain^ who goes 
to fFolsey.) 

Wol. Heaven forgive ftie ! — 

And ever bless your highness 1 
King. Good, my lord, 

You’re full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in- your mind ; the which 
You were now running o’er : you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisive a brief span. 

To keep your earthly audit ; sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husbandttnd am glad 
To have you therdii my companion. 

TVol. Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
I bear i’the state ; and nature dc^ require 
Her times of preservation, which pertbree, 

I« her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 

S ive my tendance to, " 
f. You have said well. 

And ever may your highness yoke together, 

the fall of (hat great man as owing to an incident which lie 
tiadTonce iinproyed to the destruc^a of another. See Holinshed, pp. 
7^(1 and 797. 
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As I will lend you cause, my doings well 
With my well saying ! , 

Kingn ’Tis well said again ; 

And ’tis a kind of good deed to say well : 

And yet words aire no deeds. My father lov*d you : 
lie said, he did ; and with his deed di^crowm' 

Ills word upon you. Since 1 had my office/ 

I’ve kept you next my heart; have not 
Employ’d you where high profits rnighfconie h|^me, 
But par’d my present liavings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

fFoL What should this mean ?' ‘ 

Sur. Now heaven increase this business ! (Jiic/e.) 
King, Have I not made you 
The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me, 

If what 1 now pronounce, you have found ti^ue; 

And, if you may confess it, say wifhal, 

If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ? 

fVoL My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces 
Shower’d on me daily, have been more than could 
My study ’d purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond dll man’s endeavours ;(]) and my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of ray desires, 

Yet fill’d with my abilities :(^) — I profess, 

That for your highness' good 1 ever labour’d 
More than nditc own ; that am, have, and will be. 
Though all the world shdiild crack their duty to you, 
And thiow it from ilieir soul ; tlioagh perils did 
Abound as thick as thought could make ’em, and 
Appear in Ibrrns more horrid ; yet my duty, 

As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 

Should the approach oi this wild river break, 

.And stand unshaken yours. 

King, ’Tis nobly spoken : — 

Take notice, lords, be has a loyal breast, 


(1) The MBse ib, my purpoie» west beyond all human endeavour [ 

purposetl fur your honour more than It fulls within the comp.i& . ul 
man's nature to attorn pt. \ 

(2) My endeavour*-, though less ffian my desires^ have /iCd, thJt if, 

htlll£onc an equal pace with my abilities. ' 
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For you have aeeu lum opeuU. — Head o’er this ; 

(Giving him papers^ and CrosHs to hM.) 
And, after, •this: ai|d then to breaktl^t, with 
hat appetite you have. 

[^ExH the King, t^.h^d. frowning upon TVohei/ ; 
I the Nodles following Aim, whispering and 
^\snuHng. 

WoL What should this mean ? 

He parte^ii^wniiig from me, as if ruin 
L'^ajVd from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion 
Up< daring huntsman that has gall’d him ; 

The 1 iraikes hiin> nothing, 1 must read this paper ; 

I fer.r 'fhe*5tpry of Ws anger. — ’Tfe so ; 

This paper has undone me ; — *Tis the account 
Of all that woridof wealth I’ve driiwn together 
For raiij.e own eiids ; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee ray friend** in fiome. O iM*gligence, 
h'it for a fool to foil by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this main §etret in the packet 
I sent the king ? Is there no w<iy to cure this ? 

No new device to beat this from bis brainy ? 

I know, ’twill stir him strongly ; yet 1 know 

A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 

Will bring me off again* What’s this — To the Pope? 

The letter, aa I live, with all the business 

I writ to his holiness.*. Nay then, farewell 1 

I’ve touch’d the highest point of all my greatness ; 

And, from that fulFmeridian of iny glory, 

1 haste now to^my setting : I sball Ell 
Like a bright, ex halation in the evening. 

And no man see me more. 

Enten' Norfolk, Suffolk, Surrey, and Chamber^ 
* ► Za«i, L.H.b. 

/Wor. Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal : who 
t commands you 
Ta render tip the great seRl pretontly 
Iftlio our hands ; and to confine yourself 
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To Edber house, my lord of Winchester’s, 

Till you hear further from his highness. 

WoL Stay, — » 

Where’s your commission, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority so mighty, . 

Who dare cross ’em, 

Bearing the king’s will from his mouth expressly ? 

fVoL Till I find more than will, or won]i), to do it, 
(1 mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 

I dare, and must deny it.(l) — Now'll feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 

How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 

As if it fed ye ! and how "sleek and wanton 
ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 

Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 

You’ve Christian warrant for ’em, and, no doubt, 

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal. 

You ask with such a violence, the king, 

(Mine, and your master,) with his own hand gave me ; 
Bade me enjoy it, wHh the place and honours. 

Daring my litc ; and, to confirm his goodness, 

Ty’d it by letters patents : Now, who’ll take it ? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 

Wol. It must be himself then. 

Swr. Thou’rt a proud traitor, priest.* 

WoL Proud lord, thou liest; — 

Within these forty hours, Surrey durst better 
Have burnt tha( tongue, than said so,. 

SuT. Thy ambition, {Crosses to WolseyC) 

Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my fotber-in-law : 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 

(With Ihee, and all thy best parts bound togethbr^) 
Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your policy 1 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 

Far from his succour, from the king, from all 

(1) TfU ffinU more than will or wordo (I mean more* than ^ur na- 
licioub trill nod words) t^tCoiS; tliatis, to carry authonf^eo mig 
I will deny to return what the Kin; has gi?en me. 
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That might have mercy on the fault thou gav’flt him ; 
Whilst your ^reat goodness, out of holy pity, 

, him with an axe. 

This, and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

I ans^r, is most false. The duke by Liw 
Found his deserts ; how innocent 1 was 
From any private malice in his end, 

His noble jury an^ foul cause can witness. 

If I lo^d many words, lord, I should tell you, 

You as little honesty as honour ; 

That the way of loyalty and truth 
I'oward the king, my ever royal master, 

Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be. 

And all that love his.follics. » 

Sur. Your long coat, priest, protects you. 

My lords, 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 

And from this fellow ? If wc live thus tamely, 

To be thus jdded (1 ) by a piece of scarlet, 

Farewell nobility ; let hisgiace go forward, 

And dare us with his cap, like laiks.(2) 

^Fb/. All goodness 
Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodriess 
Of gleaning all the laud’s wealth into one, 

Into your hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 

The goodness of your intercepted packets, 
Vouwrilto the popi*, against the king ; jour good- 
ness, 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notoiious. — 

RIy Iprd of Norfolk, 

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life : — I’ll startle you 

I (1) To be abused and ill treated, like a worthless horse . or perhaps 
t<sbe ridden kf a priest ;"to bare him mounted above us. 

|2J It U well known that the bat of a cardinal is scarlet ; and that 
oin of the methods of daring larks was by small mirrors fastened on 
Rc^lct doth, which eno^aa^ the attention of these birds while the 
fuj^ler drew his net over them. 
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Worse than the^cred bcll,(l) when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 

H^oL Hqw much, mcthinks, I could despise this" 
man, 

But that I’m bound In charity against it ! 

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the Ring’s 
linnd : ^ 

But, Unis milch, they are foul ones. 

WoU So much fairer, 

And spotless, shall- my innocence arise, 

When tlire king knows my truth. 

Sur. 'I'his cannot saye you : 

1 thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles ; niid out they shali. 

Now, if ybii can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 

You'll show* a liUlc honesty. 

WoL Speak on, sir ; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush, 

It is, to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sttr. I’d rather want those, than my head. Have 
at }ou. 

First, that, without the king’s assent, or knowledge, 
You wrote to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim’d the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor. {Crosses to Wohej/.) Then, that, in all you 
writ to Rome, or else 
To foreign princes, Ego ^ Rex meus 
Was still inscrib’d ; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Suf. (CVoA.w/o Wohei/.) That, out of mere am- 
bition, you have caus’d 

Your holy hat to be stamped on the king’s coin.(^) 


(1) The little bell, wliich is rang to gire notice of the Host 

preaching when it ib carried in procession^ as also in other officer 
the Romish church, IS called the sacring^ ox conseeraiion bell; from 
the French word v 

(2) This was certainly* one of the artidea exhibited agaUMt Wdlsey,^ 
but gather with a view to swell the catakgue^ than from any- serious 

S of accusation; inasmuch as the Archbishops Cranmer, Bain* 
, and War ham, were indulged with the sanie privilege. Sec 
lg*s’ Vttw of the Silver Coin and Coinage of England. ' 
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Sur. {Crosses to JVohet/J) Tlicn, that you’ve serit 
innumerable substance, 

what me^ns got, I leave to your own conscience,) 
To turnish I^ine, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities- — 

Many more there are ; 

Which, *^11106 they arc of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with. 

(Cro.wcj to Chmnherlaifiy l.u.) 

Cham, O, my lord. 

Press not^a falling man too far ; 

II is faults^ie open to the laws ; let them, 

Not you, correct him. — My heart weeps to see him 
So liltlc of his great self. 

Sur. 1 (brgive him* 

{Goes tip the stagCy and returns between Suffolk 
and Wohey*) 

Nor, And so we’ll leave you to your meditations 
Ht)w to live better. For your stubborn answer, . 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 

The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thunk 
you : — 

So fare you well, ray little good lord cardinal. 

\^Exeunt Norfolk; Suffolk^ Surmy, and Cham- 
herlainj who hows to W'olsey as, he goes out, 
WoV, Farewell, a. long farewell, to all ray greatness ! 
This is the state of man ; To-day he puts forth 
The tender lea ves*of hope, to-rnorrow blossoms, 

And bears his blushing honours thick upon. him : 

The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost ; , 

And, — when he thinks, good easy man ! full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root, 

And then he falls, as I do!^ I have ventur’d, 

Xiike little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 

Thes^f many summers in a sea of glojy ; 

But far beyond my depth : tny high-blown pride 
At feiigth broke under me ; and now has left me, 
WeJiry, apd oldwith serviced In the mercy 
Of ai^ude stream, that Hiiwt ^ evev hide me* 
Vaii^pomp, and glory of this worid, I hate ye ; 
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1 feel my heart new open’d : O, how wretched 
Ik that poor man, that hangs on princes’ favours : 
There is, betnixt that smile we would asi>irc to. 

That sweet aspect of princes, and our ruii ,(1)' 

More pangs and fijais than wars or women have ; 

And when he fulls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

Enter CaoMWELL, l.h. ^ - 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Crom, I have no power to siieak, sir. 

Woh What, amaz’d 

At ray misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder, 

A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 

I’m fallen indeed. 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

JVol. Wh\, well; 

Never so truly happy, ray good Cromwell. 

1 know myself now ; and 1 feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A still and quiet conscience. 

Crom. I’m glad your grace has made that right 
use of it. « 

Woh 1 hope, I have : Tm able now, mothinks, 
Out of a fortitude of soul 1 feel. 

To endure .uore miseries, and greater far, 

Than my weak- hearted enemies dare offer. — 

What news abroad ? 

Crom, The heaviest, and the worst, 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

WoL God bless him ! 

Crom. The nestis, that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

TFoL That’s somewhat sudden : 

But he’s a learned* man. May he continue 

(1) Tkeir ruin their |»roduciiiff the downfall ind 

ruin of him on whom it $0 b«fo^ : ^ 

** He parted fitHD as if ruin, 

Leap'd from bis «yer." 
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Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice 
For truth’s sake and his conscience ; that his bones, 
‘When he ha^run his course, and sleeps in blessings, 
have I tomb of orphan’s tcars(l) wc'pl on 
thenv! — 

What\more? 

Cram* 'J^hat Cranraer is return’d with nelcojue. 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

WoL That’s news indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married, 

This day%as view’d in opcn,(2) as his queen, 

Going to' chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

fVoL There was the weight that pull’d me down 
O Cromwell, 

The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman 1 have lost for ever : 

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 

Or gild again the noble troops that w'aited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 

1 am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master : seek the king ; 

1 have told him 

What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will stir him, 

(1 know his noble nature,) not to let 

Thy hopeful service perish too ; go, Cromwell. 

Crovi, O my lord, 

Must 1 then leave you ? must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master? — 

Bear witness, all (hat have not hearts of iron, 

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 

The king shall have my service, but ray prayers 
For ever, and for ever, shall be yours. 

JroL Cromw'ell, I did not think to shed a tear 

' I 

(l) The chancellor is the general gohrdiiin of orphans. 

A lAtinism, [in aperto] perhaps introdneed by Ben Jonson, who 
su-iposed to have tampered with this play. £t castris in aperto 
HKPsUIb : Liv. 1. 33, i. e. in a place esposed on all sides to view. 
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In all my miseries ; but thou hast forced me, 

Out of thy hom^st truth, to play the ^oman. — 

Let’s dry our eyes : and thus lar hear nuf, Cromwell^ 
And, — when lam forgotten, as I shall 
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no f lention 
Of me more must be heard of, — say, I taught t?icc, 
Say, Wolsey— that once trod the ways of glory, 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, — 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in : 

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me. 

Cromwell, 1 charge thee, fling away ambition ;(1) 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not ; 

Let all the ends, thou aim’st at, be thy country’s, 

Thy God’s, tand truth’s; then if thou fuU’st, O Crom- 
well, 

Thou fall’st a blessed martyr. — Lead me in : — 

{Cromwell takes up the packet and letter.) 
There take an inventory of all 1 have, 

To the last penny; ’tis the king’s : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 
I dare now call. mine own.— O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but serv’d my God with half the zeal 
I serv’d my king, (2) he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. \^Exeunt^ r.h. 


END OF ACT III. 


(1) Wolsey docs not mean to condemn every kind of ambition; for 
in a preceding line be says be will instruct CromvreU how to rise, 
and in the subsequent lines be evidently considers him as a man in 
office. — then if thou &c. Ambition here means a cri- 
minal and inordinate ambition, that endeavours to obtain honours by 
di^ionest means. 


(2) This sentence was really uttered ^ Wolsey. 

It wqa rather a strange sentence for VVolsey to utter, whopwas 
^Ipaced' for the basest treachery to bis King in the affair of the'di- 
: but it shows how naturally men endeavour to palliate tkeir 
jUpses even to themselves. 
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ACT IV. 

SCE^K I . — An Apartment at Kimbolton, * 

Enter I^thauinb, attended Cromwell, Pa- 
tience, Agatha, and Cicely, who lead her to 
her chair. 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

Kalli. O, Cromwell, sick to death: 

My legs, like loaded branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden. — 

Didst thou not tell me, Cromwell, as thou led*st me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolscy, 
Was dead? 

Crom. Yes madam ; but I think, your grace, 

Out of the pain you suffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 

Kath. Try’thee, good Cromwell, tell me how h( 
died : 

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily. 

For my example.(l) 

Crom. Well, the voice goes, madam : 

Fur after the stout Earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted) to his. answer, 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill, 

He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor man ! 

Crom. At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester ; 
Lodg’d in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv’d him ; 

To whom he gave these words : — O father abbot 
An old man^ broken with the storms of statCy 
Ts come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 

Give him a little earth for charity / 

So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still ; and, three nights after this, 

(1) Happily Meme to mean on this ozevanon^peradvenittrep hapl% 
1 ) 2 
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About the hour of eight, (which he himself 
Foretold, should be his last,) full of repentance*, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 9 
He gave his honours to the world again, 

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in pej?cc. 

Kath. So may he rest; his faults lie gentlj^ on him ! 
Yet thus far, Cromwell, give me leave to spl^ak him. 
And yet with charity, — he was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, (1) ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; 

His promises w ere, as he then, was mighty ; 

But his performance, as he is now, nothing : 

Of his own body he w as ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Crom. Noble madam, 

Men’s evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. — May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Hath. Yes, good Cromwell; 

I were malicious else. 

Crom. This cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was lashion’d to much honour from his cradle : 

He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one : 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 

Lofty, and sour, to them that lov’d him not ; 

But, to those nieii that sought him, sweet as summer : 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 

(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam, 

He was most princely : ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning, that he rais’d in you, 
Ipswich and Oxford ! one of w'hich fell with him, 
Unwilling to outlive the good he did it ; 

The other, though unfinish’d, yet so famous, 

So excellent in art, and still so rising. 

That. Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 

His overthrow l^eap’d happiness upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself, 

(l) i. e. of uobounded pride, or hirughtinui. 
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And found the* blessedness of being little : 

A nd to add grcatei* honours to his age 

^han nianr could give him, he died, fearing heaven. 

\Kalk. jAfter my death 1 wish no other herald, 
NcNothenrspeaker of my living actions, 

To keel/ mine honour from corruption, 

But sikAi an honest chronicler as Cromwell : 

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me, 

W ith thy religious truth, and modesty, 

Now in his allies honour: peace be with him! — 
Patience, be near me still. — Good Cromwell, 

Cause the musicians play me that said note 
1 nam’d my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial Barmony I go to. 

{Patience sings, — Katharine falls asleep,} 

Angels ever bright and* f air ^ 

Takey O, take me to your care; 

•^eed to your Mess'* d courts my flighty 
Clad in robes of virgin white } 

Hath. ( Wakes,) Spirits of peace, where are ye ? 
Are ye all gone ? 

And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ? 

Crom, Madam, we’re here. 

Kath, It is not you 1 call for : — 

Saw yc none enter since I slept ? 

Crom, None, madam. 

Kath. No ? saw you not, even now, a blessed 
troop 

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Ciist thousand beams upon me, like the sun ? 

They promis’d me eternal happiness; 

And brought me garlands, Cromwell, which I feel 
J am not worthy yet to wear : I shall, 

Assuredly. 

Cpom, I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

D 3 
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Enter Guilford, l.h.d. 

GuiL An’t like your grace — 

Kalh, You arc a saucy fellow ; 

Deserve we no more reverence ? 

Crom, You are to blame, 

Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatness, 

To use so rude behaviour ; go to, kneel.(J) 

GuiL 1 liumbly do entreat your highness’ pardon ; 
My haste made me unmannerly : there is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to sec you. 

Kaih. Admit him entrance, Cromwell : — but this 
fellow 

Let me ne’er see again. 

[^Exeunt Guilford and CromweM^ l.h.d. 

Enter Cromwbl’L and Capucicjs, l.h.d. 

If my sight fail not, 

You should be lord embassador from the emperor, 

My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 

Hath. O my lord. 

The times and titles now are alter’d strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, 1 pray you. 
What is youi pleasure w'ith me? 

Cap. Noble lady, 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next, 

The king’s request that 1 would visit you ; 

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good conifort. 


Cl) Queen Katharine's servants, after the divorce at Dunstable, and 
the Pope's curse stuck iip at Dunkirk, were directed to be sworn to 
serve as a Queeui but as Princess Dowager. Some refused 

tO;^e tlN^j^th, and so were forced to leave her service ; and as for 
[ho took it and stayed, she would not be served by them, by 
beans she was almost destitute of attendants. See Hall, fol. 
Bishop Burnet says, all the women about her still called her 
een. Burnet, p. 162. 



KING HENRY VIII. 5$ 

Kath, O 5 my good lord^ that comfort comes too late; 
'Tis like a pardon after execution : 

That gcntldphysic, given in time, had cur’d me; 

Biit now 1*11 past all comforts here, but prayers.— 
Ho^doc^is highness ? 

Cap, Madam, in good health. 

KalhJ So may he ever do ! and ever flourish^ 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish’d tfie kingdom ! — Patience, is that letter, 

I caus’d you wrife, yet sent away ? 
jPaL^ No, m^darn. 

{Cromzaell presents the letter to Patience^ who 
kneels and gives it to Katharine,) 

Kath, Sir, 1 most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap, Most willing, madam. 

Kath. In which 1 have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves 5 (l) his young daugh- 
ter; — 

The dews of heaven fitll thick in blessings on her I— 
Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding ; 
Aiidalittie 

To love her for her mother’s sake, that loved him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long 
Haie follow’d both my fortunes faithfully : 

The last is, for my men ; — they are the |ioorest. 

But poverty could never draw them from me : — 

And, good my lord, 

By that you love the dearest in this world, 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed, 

Stand these poor people’s friend, and urge the king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap, By heaven, 1 will. 

Kath, 1 that|]| you, honest lord. — Remember me 
In all humility^tinto his highness : 

Say, hjs long trouble now is passing 


(1) Mfukl is itnnge or representatiw, 

D 4 
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Out of this w orld : tell him, in death I bless d him, 
For so I will.— Mine ejes grow dim. — Farewell, 

My lord. 

{Capucius kneels^hisses her hand^ and °xit^ Ij.p.d. 
-—As the Queen rises^ Cromwell » **movcj the 
foot dooL ) 

When I am dead, 

Ijet me he us’d with honour ;Btrew me o%er 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
1 was a chaste wife to my grave : — 

Altlio'igh unqueeii’d, inter me like a queen, 

And paj respects to that which I have been. 

\^Exezint^ leading Katharine ^ it.ii. 

E^D OF ACT IV. 


ACT V. 

SCHNE 1 . — A Gallery in the Palace. 

The King, ii.n. Suffolk, l.ii. discovered. 

King. Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 

My mind’s not oii’t, you are too hard for me. 

Snf, Sir, I did never win of you before. 

King. But little, Charles ; 

Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play — 

Enter IjOvel, r.ii.d. 

Now, Lo\el, from the queen, what is the news ? 

Lov. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me ; but by her woman 
1 sent your message, who return’4 her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desired your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

J^ing. What say’st thou ? ha ! 

To pray for her ? what, is she crying out ? 
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hov. So said her woman. 

. King. A, las, good lady ! 

\Suf. lldiiwn safely quit her of her burden, and 
gent/e travel, to the gladding of 
YouV himness with an heir ! 

King^f^Ti^ midnight, Charles ; 

’Pr’ythdfe to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 

For 1 must think of that, which company 
Would not be Jiriendly to. 

Suf. 1 wish your highness 
A quiet night, and my good mistress will 
Jtemember in my prayers. 

King. Charles, good night. [^Exit Suffolk^ l.h. 
LiOi\ Sir, 1 have brought my lord the archbishop 
As you commanded me. 

King, Ha! Canterbury? 

/iOt). Ay, rny good lord. 

King. ’Tis true; where is he, Lovel ? 

Lov, He attends your highness’ pleasure. 

King. Bring him to us, ^Exil Level, r.h.d. 

• 

Enter Lovbl hnd Archbishop Cra.vmbr, r.ii.J). 

King. Avoid the gallery. — 

{Lovel seqfiing to stay , ) 
Ha !— I have said. — Be gone 

What! — [^Exit Lovel, r.h.u. 

Cran, I am fearful ; — w'hercfore frowns he thus ? 
’Tis his aspect of terror. All’s not well. 

King, How now, my lord ! Y^ou do desire to know 
Wherefore 1 sent for you. 

Cran, It is my duty, {Kneels,) 

'fo attend your highness* pleasure. 

King. ’Pray you, arise, 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. ■ 

Come, you and I must have some talk together : 

Ah, my good lord, 1 grieve at what I speak) 

^Aiid am right sorry to repeat what follows : 

I have, and most unwillingly, of late 
x> 5 
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Heard many grievous, 1 do say, my lord, 

Grievous complaints of you ; which, being considered, 
Have moved us and our council, that you &JiaU 
This morning come before us ; where, I ktow, 

You cannot with such freedom purge yotirsi^f, 

Buf that, till further trial, you must take \ 

Yom patience to you, and be well contented'^ 

To make your house our tower: you a brother of 
us,(l) 

It tits we thus proceed, or else no witnc:;5 
Would come against you. 

Cran, 1 humbly thank your highness; {Kiiceh.^ 
And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
I^pst thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chalf 
And corn shall fly asunder. 

King. Stand up, good Canterbury ! 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 

In us, thy friend ; give me thy hand, stand up.--- 

(,He rises ) 

Now, by my holy-dame. 

What manner of man are you ? My lord, I look'd 
You would have given me your |)etition, that 
I should have ta’en some pains to briilg together 
Yourself, and your accusers ; and to have heard 
you, 

Without indurjnce,(2) further. 

Cran. Most dread liege, 

The good I stand on is my truth, and honesty ; 

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, 

Will triumph o’er my person ; (3) which I weigh 
not, (4) 

Being of those virtues vacant. 

King. Be of good cheer ; 

They shall no more prevail than we give way to. 

(L) You be^ng one of the council, it is necessary to imprison you, 
that the witnesses against you may not be deterred. 

(2] Dr. Johnson, in his Dictionary, says that this word (which 
Shakspeare borrow, ed from Fox's narrative) means— e/e/ay, procras- 

S Cranmer, I suppose, means, that whenercr his honesty fails, he 
sjoice as heartily as his enemies at hts destruction. 

I. e. hare no value for. « 
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Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 
•you do appear before them : if they shall chance, 
tu charging you with matters, to commit you, 

Th^ best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not t^ use ; 

If rnlreajies 

Will rei/der you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. — (Crosses to a.ii,) — Look, 
the goo^l man weeps ! 

He’s honest, on mine honour ; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone, 

And do as 1 luave bid you. — [J&ViY Cranmer^ l„h. 

He has strangled 

His language in his tears.— 

Lov. (fVilkoNtj R.H.D.) Come back; what mean 
you? 

L.J>jen. (Wihtout^ n.H.D.) I’ll not come back ; the 
tidings that 1 bring 
Will make niy boldness manners.— 

Enter Ladv Denny, r*ji.d. 

Now, good angels 

I'ly o’er thy royal head, — 

King. Now, by thy looks 
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver’d ? 

Say, ay ; and of a boy. 

L. Den. Ay, ay, my liege ; 

Ai\d of a lovely boy : angels of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ? — ’tis a girl. 

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger; ’tis as like you. 

As cherry is to cherry. 

King. Lovel, — (Crosses to r.h.) 

Enter Lovel, r.h.d. 


D 6 


Lov. Sir. 
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ifi/ig'. Give her a hundred marks. I'll to the queen, 

R.H.D. 

jL. Den. A hundred marks ! By this liglilt, I’ll hav'J 
more : 

An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

1 will have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said 1 for this, the girl is like to him ; 

1 will have more, or else unsay’t; and now, 

While it is hot. I’ll put it to the issue. 

\_Exeunt^ r.u.d. 

SCENE II. — Before the Council-chamber, 

. Enter Chanmeu, l.h. who kfiocks at r.h.d. 

Cran. I hope I’m not too late; and yet the gen- 
tleman, 

'fhat was sent to me from the council, pray’d me 
To make great haste. — All fast ? w hat means this : — 
Hoa ! ( Knocks again. ) 

Who waits there ? — 

Enter tAcKEEPBii of the CounciUchambcr ^ r.h.d. 

Sure, you know me ? 

Keep. Ye®, n\y lord ; 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Guilford, l.ii. behind. 

Cran. Why ? 

Keep. Your grace must wait till you be call’d for. 
(Jr an. So. — 

Guil. This is a piece of malice. 1 am glad 
I came this way so happily : the king 
Shall understand it presently. 

[Crowes behind and exit,, l.ii. 

^ran. It is 

■Henry Guilford : as he past along, 

HBearncstly he cast his eyes upon me ! 

^^heaven he sound not my disgrace ! for certain, 
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This is of purpose laid, by some that hate me, 

1^0 quench mine honour : they would shame to make 
me . 

VVVit else at door ; a fellow- counsellor, 

Among b ;»ys, grooms and lackeys. But their pleasures 
Must be fuitiird, and 1 attend with patience. 

R.H. 

SCENE III . — The Council-chamber, 


The Kin^s chair^ raised^ in the centre^ — the Lord 
Chanemor at the upper end of the table on the left 
hand^ — a seal left mid on the ris[ht, as for the 
Archbishop o/ Canterbury. — Norfolk, Suf» 
FOLK, Surrey, Ciiamrbrlain, Gardiner, 
Lovf^l, iw order on each side^ — and Cromwell at 
the tablcj as Secretarj/, — discovered. 


Cranmer, 
Suffolk, 
Surrey, 
Love I, 

u . H . 


Throne, 

Chair. 

King, 

Cromwell, 

Table. 

Chancellor, 

Norfolk, 

Chamberlain, 

Gardner, 

L.H. 


Gard. Speak to the business, master secretary : 
Why are wc met in council ? 

Crom, Please your honours, 
l'h(^ chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 
Gard. Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom, Yes, 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

tAeKBKPER, R.H D. 

Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 
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Gard, Yes. 

Keep. My lord archbishop ; 

And has done half an liour, to know^ your pleasures^ 
Nor, Let him come in. 

Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

\ 

Cranmbr, ii.Ei.D. — Exit Keeper^ it.ii.D. 

Nor, My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and bt^old . 

That chair stand empty. 

Yoii’ve misdcmcanM yourself, and not a little, 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm 
With new opinions, 

Divers and dangerous : which are heresies, 

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gard, Which reformation must be sudden too 
My noble lords ; for those, (hat tame wild horses, 
Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle ; 

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur 
’em, 

Tilkthey obey the manage. 

Cran, My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office, I have labour’d, 

And with no ^iltle study, that my teaching, 

And the strong course of ray authority, 

Might go 0!ic way, and safely ; ,and tne end 
Was ever, to do well. 

’Pray heaven the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance iii’t ! » 

’Beseech your lordships, 

That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 

And freely urge against me 
Suf, Nay, my lord, 

That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. • 

Gardi My lord, because we have business of more 
moment, 
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We will be short with you. ’Tis his highness* plea- 
V sure, 

.^!d our consent for belter trial of yon, 

Frola hence you be committed to the tower ; 

Where, bc'ng but a private man again, 

You shall ’know, many dare accuse you boldly, 

More than, I fear, you arc provided for. 

Oran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank 
you. 

You are^ always.my good friend ; if your will pass, 

1 shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 

You are so merciful : 1 see your end, 

’Tis ray undoing : love, and meekness, lord, 

Become a churchman better than ambition ; 

Win strayi,^' souls with modesty again, 

(3ast none away. That I shall clear myself, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon ray patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience 
III doing daily wrongs. J could say more, 

But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

Gard. My lord, my lord, you arc a scctary,(I) 
Thai’s the plain truth ; your painted gloss discovers, 
To men that understand you, words and weakness. 

Crom, My lord of Winchester, you are a little 
By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble, 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been : ’tis a cruelty, 

To load a falling man. 

Gard, Good master secretaiy, 

1 cry your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why, my lord ? 

Gard. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect ? ye arc not sound. 

Crom. ,Not sound ? 

Gard. Not sound, 1 say. 

Crom. ’Would you were half so honest ! 

Men’s prayers then would sedk you, not their fears. - 

/ (1) Those thjit understand you, under this painted gloss^ this fair 
ovitsidc, discover your empty talk and your false reiisoninj^. 
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GarJ. I shall romcmbcT this bold language. 

Crom^ Do : 

Jlemcmber your bold life too. 

Cham, This is rniieh ; 

Forbear, for shiime, my lords. 

Gard, 1 have done. 

Crom, And 1. 

Gard, Then thus for you, my lord, — it stands 
agreed, 

1 take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be conveyed lo (he tower a prisonci ; 

Therein remain, till the king’s Ihither pleasuK* 
lie known unto us : are }ou all agreed, lords ? 

All, We are. 

Cran, Is there no other way of mercy , 

But I must needs to the tower, my lords ? 

Gatd. What other 

Would you expect ? Yon’ro strangely troublesome : 
Jjct some o’ the guard be ready there. ( llisrs,) 

Enter the Keeper ofthe'CounciMiamber^ u.n d. 

Cran. For me ? 

Must 1 go like a traitor thither ? 

Gard, Receive him, 

And see hi’i. safe i’the tower. 

Cl an. Slay, good my lord. 

1 have a little yet to say. [^Exit the Keeptr^ n.ii.n. 
Look there, ray lords ; — 

{They all me, a7id look at the rino.) 
By virtue of that ring, 1 take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Gard, Is it the king’s ring ?(1) 


*1) It seems to have been a custom, begun probably in the claik 
ages, bclore literature was generally diffused, and betore the regal 
power cxpeiicnced the rebtraints^of law, foi every nionarch to have a 
the temporary possession o’f which invested the bolder with the 
■ittt tmtliority as the owner himself could exercise. The producti(\i 
ofB wjl^suflicient to suspend the execution of the law procured lu^ 
for offences committed, and imposed acquiescence md lub- 
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Suf, ’Tis no counterfeit. 

Sur. ’Tis the right ring, by heaven ; I told ye aH, 
^hen we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 
^Twould fall upon ourselves. 

Nor, Dj you think, my lords, 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex’d ? 

Cham. ’Tis now too certain ; 

Flow much more is his life in value with him ? 

’Would 1 were.fairly out on’f ! {All rise.) 

Enter the King, R.n.ii. frowning on them; when he 
takes his seat^ the^ all sit. 

Gard. {liises.) Dread sovereign, how much are 
we bound to heaven • 

1 n daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 

Not only good and wise, but most religious : 

One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour ; and to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 

His royal self in judgment comes to hear 
'J’he cause betwixt her and this great offender. {Sils.) 
King. You were ever good at^ sudden commenda- 
tions, 

Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now. — Good man, sit down : — 

{To Cran.) 

Sit down, I say.— Now let me see the proudest 
He, that dares most, but wag his linger at thee ; 

By all that’s holy, he had better starve. 

Then but once think this place becomes thee not. 
Gard. {Rises.) May it please your grace,— 

King. No, sir, it does not please me. — 

{Gardener sits.) 

niissloti on whatever was done under its authority. Instances abound 
ill the history of almost every nation. Sec Procopius de bell, f^andal. 
L- L p. 15, as quoted in Farnworth’s Machiav€l,Vo\. I. p. 9. The* 
trimtiunal story of the Earl of Essex, Queen Elizabeth, and the 
(^ntess of Nottingham, long considered as an incident of romance, 
generally known, and now as generally credited. See Birch’s AV^o- 
tiatioHSf p. 206 . 
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I’d thought, I’d had men of some underslanding 
And wisdom, of my council ; but I find none. 

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 

This good man, (finv of you deserve that title) 

This honest man, wait like a lowsy foot-boy 
At chamber door ? and one as great as you arc ? 

Why, what a shame was this ! Did my commission 
Bid ye so Cir forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power, as he was a counsellor, to try him, 

Not as a groom : there’s some of ye, T sec, 

More out of malice than integrity. 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 

Which ye shall never have, while I live. 

Nor. My most dread sovereign, may it like your 
grace 

To let my*tongue excuse all. What was purpos’d, 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial, 

' And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 

I am sure, in me. 

King. Well, well, ray lords, respect him ; 

Take him, and use him well ; he’s worthy of it. 

Make me no more ado ; but all embrace him ; 

Be friends, for sham^, my lords. — 

{They embrace Cranmer.) 

My lord of Canterbury, 

{Comes down on Cranmer^ s n.ir.) 
I have a suit which you must not deny me : 

There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptism ; 
You must be godfather, and answer for her. 

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour : how may I deserve it, 

That am a poor and humble subject to you ? 

King. Come, come, ray lord, you’d spare your 
spoons :(]) you shall have 


(1) It was the custom, lonpf before the time of Shakspcai'e, for the 
sponsors at clirislenings to offer gilt spoons as a present to the child. 
These spoons were cailcd apostle spoonsy because the figures of'the 
apostles were carved on the tops of the handles. Such as were at oi^c 
iSbpulent and generous, gave the whole twelve ; those who were eithV'* 
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\wo noble partners with you ; the old Duchess of Nor- 
\ folk, 

.^ViidLady Marquis Dorset; will these please you ? — 
Cifice more, niy lord of Winchester, 1 charge you, 
finbrace, and love this man. 

Card. With a true heart, {On 

And brother’s love, 1 do it. {Embraces Cranmer,) 
Cran. And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

King, f Jood man, those joyful tears show thy true 
heart. 

The common voice, I sec is verified 
Of thee, which says thus,l^o mi/ lord of Canterbury 
/I shrew'd iurn^ and he's your friend for ever . — 
["oiiie, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 

\s 1 have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 

^Exeunt the King, Cranmer, Gardiner, Chan* 
ccflor, Norfolk, Suffolk, Surrey, Chamberlain, 
Eovel, and Cromwell, ii.h.d: 

SCENE IV. — The Palace Yard. — Three huzzas! ! ! 
— 27ic Procession to the Christening, from l.h. to 

R.II. 


IaY Herald — Gilded Truncheon. 

2 Guards*^ 

1 SZri [orawn swords. 

2 Guards^ 

2d Herald — Gilded Truncheon. 

2 Drums, 

2 Drums, 

2 Trumpets, 

2 Trumpets. 

King at Arms — Mace. 

moderately rich or liberal, escaped at the expenee of the four 
; or even sometimes contented themselves with presenting 
spoon only, which exhibited the figure of any saint, in honour of 
Arhom child received its name. 
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2 Gentlemen, 

2 Gentlemen, 

Lord Sands — Cane, 

Bearer of the Sword of State, 

2 Judges, 

2 Judges. 

Lord High Chancellor, 

2 Gentlemen, 

Cromwell, 

2 Gentlemen — Croziers, 

2 Gentlemen — Crosses. 

Bishop Gardiner — Cape and Mitre, 

1 BUhZh } "’*^*^* 

ANTHEM. 

Lord Chamberlain — Wand, 

The King; Cranmer — Cape aud Mitre, 

Capacius, 

Guildford — Golden Bowl. 

Lovell — Lighted Taper, 

Surret/ — Salver with Salt, 

Norfolk— Earl MarshaVs Staff. 

Suffolk — High Steward's Wand. 

2 JUadies. 

Lady Lenny — Fan of Feathers, 

2 Girls, ^ 

^ Girls, > Baskets of Flowers. 

2 Girls, J 

4 Barons of L, Ports — bearing the Canopy. 
Duchess of Norfolk— carrying child under Canopy. 
2 Pages — bearing her train. 

Marchioness of Dorset. 

2 Pages — bearing her train, 

2 Ladies. 

2 Ladies. 

2 Ladies. 

King at Anns— Crown and gilded Truncheon, 

2 Heralds-^Banners of England. 

2 Trumpets. 
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\Drums. 

^Sfirums. 

2 Guards, 1 tm ji . 

"SCENE V. — 2'he Palace. — Flourish of trumpets and 
drums. — TheKing^ and all the Courts discovered. 


Cran. {Kneeling^ Now to your royal grace, and 
the good queen, 

My noble partners, aud myself, thus pray; — 

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady. 

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 

May hourly fall upon ye ! 

King. Thank you, good lord archbishop : 

What is her name ? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

King. Stand up, lord. 

(The King takes the childy and kisses her.) 
With this kiss take my blessing ; heaven protect thee ! 
Into whose hand 1 give thy life. 

{Returns the child to the Duchess of Norfolk^ 
who stands on a platform under the canopy.) 
Cran. Amen. 

King. My noble gossips, ye have been too prodi- 
gal : 

1 thank ve heartily ; so shall this lady, 

When slie has so much English. 

Cran. liCt me speak, sir ; 

Kor heaven now bids me: and the words 1 utter 
Let none think flattery, for they’ll find ’em truth. 
This royal infant, (heaven still move about her!) 
'Fhoiigh in her cradle, yet now^ promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 

Which time shall bring to ripeness : she shall be 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
lAnd all that shall succeed. 

Truth shall nurse h6r, 

IIol'/ and heavenly thoughts still counsel her : 

S^hf/ shall be lov’d, and fear’d : her own shall bless her ; 
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Her foes shake like a^ficld of beaten corn. 

And hang their heads with sorrow : 

Our childreirs children 
Shall see this, and bless heaven* 

King^ Thou speakest wonders. 

Cran, She shall be, to the happiness of England, 

An aged princess ; many days shall see her, 

And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 

’Would I had known no more ! but she must die ; 

She must, the saints must have her; yet a virgin, 

A most unspotted lily shall she pass 

To the ground, and all the world shall mourn hei. 

King. () lord archbishop, 

This oracle of comfort has so pleas’d me. 

That, when I am in heaven, 1 shall desire 
To see what this child docs. — I thank you all. — 

Lead ihc vvaj, loids; — 

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank you, 

She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
He has business at his house ; tor all shall stay, 

'Lius little one shall make it holiday. 

(Flourish of trumpets and dium^^ and huzzas * 
till the curtain falls.) 


iTtnifii. 


Mr UXRERlLY, PRINTER, 
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THE- WINTER’S TALE. 


The “ Winter’s Talc” has certainly no pretensions to rank with the 
highest class of Shakspeare's dramas, yet we suspect that not even the 
most fastidious critic of the present daj’ will feel inclined to join in 
the unqualified censure which was at one time lavished upon its 
character and construction by a set of writers who had formed their 
notions of dramatic excellence in the strait-laced French school ol 
criticism. Even Dryden himself, whose vigorous intellect pierK‘<l 
the mists of vulgar prejudice, and who was not only sensible enoiigli 
to perceive, but manly enough to admit the supremacy of Shakspeaic 
iu many particulars, was otartled by its lawless extravagance, and 
joined in the general outcry against it. In the Essay subjoined to the 
second part of ** The Conquest of Granada,” speaking of Sliakspoave 
and Fletcher, he says, Witness the lameness of their plots, many 
of which were innde up of sonie’Vidiculous incoherent story, which 
in one play many times took up the business of an ngc. I suppose I 
need not name ‘Pericles, Prince of Tyre/ nor the historical plays ot 
Sliakspeare, besides many of the rest, as ^ the Winter s Tale, 
which are either grounded on impossibilities, or so meanly written, 
that the comedy neither causes your mirth, nor the serious parts your 
concernment.” 

Tis difficult to understand how this tasteless wholesale condemna- 
tion of a beautiful though defective composition could escape the pen 
of so generally acute a critic as Dryden. That the passions are not 
very powerfully worked upon by the incidents of the play must per- 
haps be granted, and there is no denying the irregularities of the plot, 
bat is there nothing in the maddening jealousy of LeonUSy th^ nn~ 
merited sufferings and fortitude of Ilermioney the honest warmth of 
Paunnny the gentleness of Perdita, the simplicity of the Cfown, or 

a2 
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Ihe knavery of Autolycua^ — nothing ip all these to interest the feel- 
ings or amuse the fancy? — 

“ Why then the world, and all that’s in’t, is nothing; 

The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing.” 

We must, however, admit that Leontes* jealousy, the main spring of 
the action, is unquestionably the most unaccountable, improbable, 
and groundless feeling ever depicted, but wc are content to overlook 
the insufficient cause, for the sake of the fine cflecU which result from 
it; and, leaving out of sight the unsatisfactory origin of the passion, 
'tis indisputable, that its workings arc very powerfully and originally 
depicted though in one or two instances the monarch’s language is 
almost as inexplicable as his suspicions. His mean suggestion to 
Camillo to remove Pulixenes by poison, appears i lso to he a depar- 
ture from the natural bravery and generosity of his character, which 
nof even the baleful influence of jealousy can account for. Hermione 
is a noble personation, though not quite so elaborately finished as the 
corresponding character of Katharine in “ Henry the 8th,” upon 
ivhich Shakspearc evidently bestowed greater care and attention, 
though, if we may trust to Malone’s chronology, it was an earlier com- 
position, and JJermione the product of his maturcr judgment. If this 
surmise is correct, ’tis probable that be found it difficult to avoid re- 
peating himself and to preserve* a distinction between characters 
so similary circumstanced, which induced him to get rid of Hetwione 
as speedily as possible ; during the ftrst three acts she occupies the 
foremost place in our regard, but her subsequent long absence from 
the scene is apt to weaken the concern wc feel for her ; new perso- 
nages and new interests solicit our attention, and she is of little far- 
ther service as an auxiliary to the action, beyond furnishing a striking 
spectacle for the concluding scene, and winding up the play with an 
excellent piece of stage-effect. This hiatus in the main action is in 
truth the crying defect of the piece, and of far greater moment than 
the chasm of sixteen years between the 3d and 4th acts about which so 
much fuss has been made : Shakspeare never displayed less cleverness 
in connecting his plots than he has done in this instance. Moreover, 
the interest excited by the loves of Flotizel and Perdita is rather 
feeble, especially in the Theatre ; the affair, 'tis true, has a charming 
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pAStoral simplicity about it and the sentiments are delightful, but 
tliesc art* beauties not in general very highly estimated by the visitors 
\>f a playhouse, when unaccompanied by something more exciting. 
#rhe native graces of Perditny however, can scarcely fail to f rscinute 
rae most boorish spectator. 

Few of lilt* other characters demand particular remark, except that 
of Autolycusy which is the most masterly and original in the piece; 
Shakspearc's accurate knowledge of human nature in all its forms and 
stages is scarcely any wlierc more clearly exemplified than by this ad- 
mirable rVrsonutlon. Autolycus, however, inaugre the scene of ac- 
tion, is a true English vagabond, and the fraternity traverse tlic 
country to this day, unchanged in appearance, peculiarities, or pro- 
jiensitics by the lapse of two centuries. Paulina is a better kind of 
Ruulia, and as fine a picture of a high-spirited warm-hearted female 
as ever w'as drawn. Ftorizel has nothing particular to distinguish 
him from the common herd oi lovei*s except the i ot very honourable 
characteristic of mendacity ; liis attempt to impose upon Lcontes by 
a lying story of an embassy is vastly contemptible. Perdita too 
cs luces a strange want of feeling, in abandoning her supposed father 
at a moment when sue has every reason to believe tliat lie is about to 
sutler death on her account. Both of these offences against propriety 
are so gross, so useless, ami might so easily have been avoided, that 
they admit of no excuse or palliation. 

It iiinst be quite unnccces?ary to ro.minJ our readers that we have 
little respect for the dicta of those pedantic critic.s who estimate the 
merits of a play by the rule and compass, and think that excellence 
in dramatic composition is incompatible with any violation of the 
L'liities. We heartily despise both them and their creed, and are per- 
fectly sick of tlie solemn reprobation that has been heaped upon 
Siiakspeare's disregard of what is styled propriety ; yet we are not*' 
prepared to defend him in all his vagaiies, nor to deny that in the 
drama now before us his denjands upon the credulity of his auditors 
arc too extravagant for the most accommodating imagination to* com- 
ply with : “ panting Time toils after him in vain,*’ and space is most 
unceremoniously annihilated. We would not be unreasonably pre- 
cise, but really to see the heroine born and arrive at womanhood in 
the progress of a play, while all the other characters remain stationary, 
and to find that a period of sixteen years has elapsed between tlie 
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fall of the curtaia at the eud of the 3d act and Us rise at the com- 
mencement of the 4th is too much even for us, alliclt unused to cavil 
at trifles of the kind. Shakspeare himself felt conscious that sonie'’^ 
apolopy for these liberties wa** requisite, and accordingly in the ori'j 
ginal play. Time was introduced, as Chorus, between the 3d and 
acts, to explain the surprising leap that the plot had taken, and recon- 
cile the audience to the improbability. The very name, however, 
which he bestowed upon the play seems intended to deprecate sc \ ere 
examination of its construction, and to dendte that it was merely a 
jdayful effusion of fancy, the product of his HoracVtio^iorcs'. In our 
coiimients on “ Henry 5th,” we gave an extract Irom Sir 1*. Sydney’s 
** Defence of roesie,” whicli applied so exactly to that play, that we 
should feel convinced he acLnully alluded to it, did not a comparison of 
dates prohibit such a conclusion ; the remainder of the passage is as 
descriptiveof “ The Winter’s Tale,” and must therefore by no means’ 
he omitted here- — “ Of time (says he) the dramatists are much moie 
liberal than of space, for ordinaric it is, that two young princes fall in 
love ; after many traverses she is got with child, and delivered of a line 
boy : he is losr,gi’owcth a man, fnlletli in love, and is ready to get ano- 
ther child ; and all this in two hoiirca* space : which how absurd it is 
in sence every sciice may imagine,” The censure must be allowed to 
he pretty applicable to tlie “ Winter’s Tale,” tliough probably 
levelled at Lyly’s “ Endymion,” and similar pieces of absurdity. 

Shakspeare took tljo story of his play, with few variations, from 
Robert Greene’s tale of “ Doiastus and Fawnia,” a coinposiliun 
which w»as once vciy popular, and maintained its hold upon the 
public liking for nearly a century ; if we mistake not, the curious 
read, r may meet with a reprint of it in one of the numbers of the 
“ /Vrchaica.” I'pon the period when the “ Winter’s ’Fale” was first 
•^^erformed, the chronologcrs differ widely, and various writers have 
suggested various dates, at so wide an interval, as fjom to 

lfil2 : but, the point being of little moment, w'c decline entering into 
an exhinination of it. We know not wdiat our readers will think of 
Walpole’s coujoctiire, which Malone declares to be extremely plau- 
sible — viz. that Shakspeare “ intended this play as a second part of 
‘ Henry the Eighth, * and an ajiology for Anna Bolcyn ; he, however, 
aball speak for bimscif upon the subject 

‘ Tlie Winter’s Tale’ may be ranked among the historic plays of 



Slmkspearc, though not one of his numerous critics and commenta- 
tors h.is discovered the drift of it. It was certainly intended (iu 
J coiiipliinent to (Jiicen KlizabellO as an indirect apology for her 
4 nioilier, Anne Holcyii. The address of the poet appears no where to 
^lore advuntage. The subject was too delicate to be exhihileil on the 
stage witlioul a veil ; ami it was too recent, and touched the (jueeii 
too nearly, for the bard to have ventured so near an allusion on any 
other ground than compliment. The unreasonable jealousy of I.fontes, 
and his violent coiidiict’iii consequence, form a true portrait of Henry 
the l’'iL,hf)u who generally made the law the engine of his boisterous 
passions. Not only the general plan of the story is most applicable, 
blit several passages arc so marked, that they touch the real history 
nearer than the fable, llunnione on her trial says, 

' for honour, 

‘ ’Tis a derivative from me to mine, 

‘ And only that I stand for/ 

This seems to he taken from the* very letter of Anne Iloleyn to the 
king, before her execution, when she pleads for tlic infant princess, 
his dangh’er. Mamilhas^ a young prince, jin unnecessary character, 
dies in his infancy ; but it confirms the allusion, as Anne, before 
Klizabetb, had a still-born son. But the most slriking passage, and 
which bad nothing to do with the tragedy, hut as it pictured Elizabeth, 
is where PaitUnn, describing the new-born princess, and her likeness 
to her lather, says, ‘ shv has the wry triik of his frown ' There is 
another sentence, indeed, so applicable both to Elizabeth and her 
father, that 1 should suspect the poet inserted it after her death. 
Paulina, speaking of the child, tells the kipg : 

‘ - — *Tis yours ; 

‘ And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge, 

‘ So like you, ’tis the worse.* *’ 

Malone, in his Essay on the Chronology of Shakspeare's Plays, 
quotes this conjecture with approbation; but, immediately after, 
ciiriouiUy betrays Uie wavering, unsettled state of his opinipn upon 
the subject, by adding, — “ Sir William Blackstone, however, has 
pointed out a passage in the First Act, which had escaped my obser- 
vation, and wdiicb, as be justly observes, furnishes a proof that it was 
not written till after the death of Queen Elizabeth. . 
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‘ ]f I could find example 
' Of thousands, that had struck anointed kings, 

‘ And flourish'd after. I'd not do it ; but since 
‘ Nor hi ahs, nor rtoric, nor parchment, bears not one, 

* Let villany itself forswear it.* 

“ These lines could never have been intended for the ear of lior who 
had deprived the Queen of Scots of her life. .To the son of Afary 
tliey could not but have been agreeable. 

If we suppose, with Mr. Walpole, that this play was intended as 
a compliment to Queen Elizabeth, it ought rather to be attributed to 
the year 1G02, than that in which 1 have placed it [1604], hut the pas- 
sage last quoted is inconsistent with such a date. Mr. Wal|K)le him.selt, 
also, has quoted some lines, which he thinks could not liave been 
inserted till after the death of Elizabeth. Perhaps our author J.iid 
the scheme of the play in the very year in which the Queen died, and 
finished it. in the next. This is the only supposition that 1 know ot, 
by which these discordances can be reconciled.*' With nil due l•t‘•'pe(■t 
for the opinions of Sir W. Rlackstone and Mr. Malone, we eoni'ess 
that we do not see iniieli force in the objection here started ; tljc 
passage quoted, evidently hears only upon the assassination id 
nionarclis by individuals, and could not, but by a very forced eou- 
ktrneiion indeed, be thought to apply to such an event as the e:.eeii- 
tion of Mary. 

Thi.s play, w^ believe, was banished from llie stage for a century 
and a h.ilf, tdl in 1756 Garrick produced it at Drury Lane, in a euu- 
traeted form, though with strange inconsistency, in the jiroiogne, lie 
thus dec lared his anxiety to preserve every fragment of Sliakspear'* ■ 

“ The five long acts, from which our three are taken, 

Stroteh'd out to sixteen years, lay by forsaken ; 

Lest then this precious liquor run to waste, 

Tis now confin’d and bottled for your taste . 

’Xi& my chief wisli, my joy, my only plan, 

To lose no drop of that immortal man.” 


In this revival, which met with some success, the jnincipal cha- 
racters were thus cast : — Leuntes, Garrick ; I/ermio7ief Mrs, Frit- 
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chard ; Perdita, Mrs. Cibber; Autulycus, Yates ; Clown, Wood- 
ward, Mrs, Cibber, in the shccp-shcaring scene, sanfr a song, 
written for her by fiarrick, which bcciinie extremely popular, and 
^ still retained in some acting copies of the play, though its affected 
graces are quite foreign to the native siniplicity of PrrdUas idejis, 
and smack strongly of the style of those pastoral ditties, by the 
Corydons of Lurlgate Kill, which graced the culuians of the “ Town 
and Country,’* and “ Universal Magazines," fifty years ago. 

The underplot, formed into an after-piece, by Magnamara Morgan, 
had been played at Covent Garden two seasons before, with the title 
of “ Florizel and Perdita and Garrick, when the attraction of his 
revival began to flag, resorted to a similar expedient. Li 1777, 
Colman, Sen. produced a two-act piece at the Tlaymarkct, compiled 
from the same materials, under the name of “ The Sheep Shearing,** 
but the audience relished it so little, that it was performed but one 
night. Tlic play, we believe, was afterwards rarely brought upon 
the 'stage, before 1802, when Kemble produced it at Drury 
Lane with great care, and by his admirable performance of Leontes, 
seconded by Mrs. Siddons’s inimitable skill in Hermione, succeeded 
in rendering it extremely popular. On this occasion, Prrdiitdti song, 
written by Garrick, gave way to the following from the pen of Sheri- 
dan, which is scarcely better suited to the character than the other . 
it would have been more in place among the conceits and prettiiicsses 
of the Della Crusca ti-ibc : 

As shepherds, through the vapours grey, 

Behold the dawning light. 

Yet doubt if ’tia the rising day. 

Or meteor of the night ; 

So varying passions in ray breast, 

My former calm destroy ; 

With hope and fear at once opprest, 

I tremble at iny joy.*’ 

Since the retirement of Mrs. Siddons from the stage, in 1812, the 
play has lain dormant, till its recent successful revival at Drury Lane 
took place. 


P. P. 



SDtmr of Heprmntatton. 


The time this piece takes in representation is three hours. — Tlie 
half-price commences at nine o'clock. 


Stage Directions. 

By R.ii . . . is meant Right Hand. 

Left Hand. 

S.F. • Second Entrance. 

Upper Entrance. 

Middle Door. 

D.F Door in Flat. 

R '..D Right Hand Door. 

L-ii.D... Left Hand Door. 



Co£(tume. 


. LEONTES. — First Dress. — White tunic, and purple robe, richljr 
embroidered. — Second Dress. — Black, ibid, ibid. 

""■MAMILLIUS. — Grey tunic, trimmed with velvet# 

CAMILLO. — Fawncotoured tunic, and purple robe. 

ANTIGONUS.— Scarlet, ibid, ibid, ibid. 

CLEOMENES. — Light blue, ibid, and black velvet, ibid. 

DION. — Brown, ibid, knd orange, ibid. 

THASIUS. — Whitib, ibid, and scarlet, ibid. 

POLIXENES.— Orange, ibid, and purple, ibid. 

ARCHIDAMUS.— Ibid, ibid, and black, ibid. 

SHEPHERD. — Drab, ibid, and green, ibid. 

CLOWN.— First Dress. — Ibid, ibid. — Second Dress. — Scarlet tunic, 
and blue satin robe. 

NEATHERD.— Ibid, ibid. 

AUTOLYCUS. — First Dress.— Black and red patched dress.— 
Second Dress. — Light blue and yellow, ibid. 

LORDS. — Various coloured dresses. 

TWO JUDGES. — Black and scarlet robes. 

SOLDIERS. — Grey and crimson tunics, &c. 

HERMIONE. — First Dress. — White cloth, trimmed with blue 
velvet and gold, ibid drapery, trimmed with ibid. — Second Dress. — 
White muslin dress, ibid drapery, ibid veil. — Third Dress. — White 
ibid drapery, ibid robe. 

PERDITA. — First Dress. — White muslin, trimmed with flowers. 
— Second Dress. — White mu.slin dress, and drapery trimmed with 
silver. 

PAULINA. — First Dress. — ^AVhite dress trimmed with gold, and 
purple robe trimmed ibid. — Second Dress. — Black velvet, and black 
crape veil. 

EMILIA. — ^White dress, and tunic trimmed with bulf and silver, 
and buff drapery, trimmed ditto. 

MOPSA.— Buff petticoat, trimmed with green, ibid short dress, 
trimmed with buff. 

DORCAS.— Blue short dress, ti^immed with white, ibid petticoat, 
trimmed with blue. 

LAMIA and HERO.— White dresses, and coloured robes. 

LADIES OF THE COURT.— White dresses and coloured robes. 

PEASANTS — Coloured cloth dresses, ibid, ibid, maptles, and 
flesh coloured stockings. 



^er£(on£( laejprr^tntctt 


Covent-gardcny 1311 . Drnry-lanty 1823 . 

Leontesy King of Sicilia .. Mr. Kemble. • Mr. Mac ready. 

Mamillitis Master Workman. Master Carr. 

CamUlo Mr. Crcswell. Mr. Thompson. 

Autigunus ..V Mr. Egcrton. Mr. Terry. 

Clcomenes Mr. Claremont. Mr. Penlcy. 

Dion Mr. Hamcrton. Mr. Mereer. 

Phocion Mr. Chapman. Mr. Yoiingc. 

Thaaius Mr. Jefferies. Mr Howell. 

Keeper of the Prison Mr. Truman. Mr. 1 iirnour- 

Mariner Mr. Atkins. Mr. G. Smith. 

Polixencs^ King of Bohemia Mr. Barrymore. Mr- Archer. 

Florizel Mr. C. Kemble. Mr. Wallack. 

Archidamus Mr. Murray. Mr. Powell. 

Shepherd Mr. Blanchard. Mr. Gattie. 

down Mr. Liston. Mr. Harley. 

Neatherd Mr. Treby. Mr. Hughes. 

Autolycua Mr. M linden. Mr. Munden. 

HermionCi Queen of iS'iciVia, Mrs. Slddons. Mrs. Buna. 

Perdita * Miss S. Booth. Mrs. W. West. 

Paulina Mrs. Weston. Mrs. Glover. 

Emilia Mrs. Humphries. Mrs. Knight. 

Lamia Mrs. Bologna. Mrs. Wilmott. 

Hero Mrs. J. Bologna. Mrs. Webster. 

Mopaa Mrs. Liston. Miss Cubitt. 

Barcas Miss Bolton. Miss Fovey. 

Priests — Judges — Pages — Officers — Guards^ 

Shepherds and Shepherdesses, 


SCENE — sometimes Sicilia — sometimes Bohemia. 



THE 


WINTER’S TALE. 

■ 


ACT I. 

SCE^E L — Sicilia. — ^ Square before the Palace 
of Leontes. 

Enter C^ullJLo anc2 Archidamus, l.h. 

Arch. If you shall chance^ Camiilo, to visit fiohe- 
mia^ on tljie like occasion whereon mjr services are now 
on foot^ you shall see as I have said^ great difference 
betwixt our Bohemia and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the king of Si- 
cilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation which he 
justly owes him. 

^rcA.Wherein our entertainment shall shame us ;(] ) . 
we shall be justified in our loves j for, indeed, — 

Cam. 'Beseech you, — 

Arch. Verily, 1 speak it in the freedom of my 
knowledge : we cannot with such magnificence, — in 
so rare, — I know not what to say : — We will give you 
sleepy drinks ^ that your senses, unintelligent of our 
iiisufficience, may, though they cannot praise us, as 
little accuse us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear for what's 
given freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my understanding 
instructs me, and as mine honesty puts it to utterance^^ 

fl) Though we raunot give you equal entertainment, yet the coa- 
8eioae^ei]i or our good-will eliall justify ni. 
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Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kinrl to Ho- 
hemia : they were trained together in tlieii child- 
hoods : and there rooted betwixt them then buch i\i\ 
dfFeclion, which cannot choose bid brancli now. Since 
their more mature dignities, and royal necessities,' 
made separation of their society, their encounters, 
though not personal, have been royally attoinied (1) 
with interchange of gifts, letters, loving einbissies ; 
that they have seemed to be (ogethef, though absent ; 
shook hands, as over a vast; (^) and embraced; as it 
were, from the ends of opposed winds. The hcdvtn> 
continue their loves ! 

Arch. I think, there is not in the world either 
malice, or matter, to alter it. — You have an unspeak- 
able comfort of your young prince Mamillius ; it is 
a gentleman of the gieatesi piomisc, that ever came 
into my note. 

Cam. I veiy well agree with you in the liopes rd 
him ; it is a gallant child ; one that, indeed, physic^ 
the subject, (3) makes old hearts fresh; the^, that 
went on crutches eic he was born, desire yet their life, 
to see him a man. 

Arch. Would they else be content to die^ 

Cam. Yes ; if theie were no other excuse wljy l!ie\ 
should desire to live. 

Arch. It the king had no son, ihc} would desire to 
live on crutches till he had one. 

{Trumpets sounds k . h .) 

Cam. Come, my lord. [Exeunt ^ u. h. 


(1) Noilly aupplird siibbtitutioii of iuibnBis, A'* 

(2) Vastum was the ancient trrin foi jort'./c iiiirulti>ritfd land 0\ei 

a rn»t. therefore, meana at a gif at and var aut dn-taiirr from each oihei 
y rtti however, may be used f*»i the fen, as in Prince tff Tpe 

“ Thou God of this great last, rebuke the suiges.” 

(3) Affords a cordial to the stalt , has the poi^cr of assuaging ilie 
scene of misery. 
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.SCENE II . — A room of State in the Palace.^ 
Drums and Trumpets sound. 


2 Gents. 

2 Dadies, 
Stool. 

Chair. 

Polixencs. 

Archidamus. 

Hero. 

Lamia. 

Emilia. 

Paulina. 

R.ll. 


4 Gents. 2 Gents. 

4 Ladies. 2 Ladies. 

Table. Stool. 

Camillo. 

Chair. Chair. 

Leontes. Hermione. 

MamilUus. 

lliasius. 

Phocion. 

Dion. 

Cleomcnes. 

Antigonus. 

L.H. 


Leontks, IlERMfONE, and Polixknks rise and 
advance. 


Pol. (u,H.)Nine changes of the watery star hath 
been 

The shepherd’s note, since we have left our throne 
Without a burden : time as long again 
Would be fillVI up, my brother, with our thanks ; 
And yet we should, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cypher, 

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply 

With one TVe~thank~you^ many thousands, more 

That go before it. 

Leon, (l.u.) Stay your thanks awhile ; 

And pay them when yt)u part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to-morrow. 

Pm question’d by iny fears, of what may chance 
Or breed upon our absence : 

Besides, I have stay’d 
To tire your royalty. 

We are tougher, brother, 

Than you can put us to’t. 
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Pol, No longer stay. 

Le(m, One seven-night longer. 

PoL Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon, We'll part the time between's then ; and in 
that 

I’ll no ^in-saying. 

Po/. Press me not, "beseech you, so: 

There is no tongue that moves, .none, none i’thc 
world, 

So soon as yours, could win me : so it should' now. 
Were there necessity in your request ; although 
Twere needful 1 denied it. 

Leon, Tongue-tied, our queen ? speak you. 

Her. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace, 
until 

Vou had drawn oaths from him not to stay. You, sir, 
Chatrge him too coldly : tell him, you are sure, 

All in Bohemia’s well : this satisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim’d : — Say this to him, 

He’s beat from his best ward. 

Leon. Well said, Hermione. 

Her, To tell, he longs to see his son, were strong : 
But let him say so then, and let him go; 

But let him swear so, and he shall not stay ; 

Wc’H thwack him hence with distaffs. — 

Yet of your royal presence I’ll adventure 

(Crosses to centre^) 

The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord. I’ll give him my commission 
To let (1) him there a month, behind the gest (2) 
Prefix’d for his parting : yet, good^deed, Leontes, 


(i) ril give him niy licence of absence, so as to obstract or re- 
tard hiB departure for a month," &g. 

(i) Mr. Theobald says; he ctn net^^er trace, nor undtratand thr 
phrase, and therefore thinks it should be Just: But the nord gest is 
right, and signifies a stage or journey. In the time of rogai progresses, 
the king's stages, as we may see by tlie jouruats of them in the He- 
mid's OAcc, were called his gesit, from the old French worC gif. *. 
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I love thee not ajar o’the clock (1) behind 
What lady she her lord. — ^You’ll stay ? 

Pol, No, madam. 

^ Her. Nay, but you will ? — 

{Leontes talks apart with Mamillius and Anti- 
gonus.) 

Pol. I may not, verily. 

Her. Verily 1 

You put me oflf with limber vows : but I, 

Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with 
oaths, 

Should yet say, iSiV, no going. Verily, 

You shall not go ; a lady^s verily is 
As potent as a lord’s. Will you go yet ? 

Force me to keep you as a prisoner, 

Not like a guest ? so, you shall pay your fees. 

When you depart, and save your thanks. How say 
you ? 

My prisoner ? or my guest ? By your dread verily y 
One of them you shall be. 

Pol. Your guest then, madam : 

To be your prisoner, should import offending : 

Which is for me less easy to commit, 

Than you to punish. 

Her. Not your goaler then. 

But your kind hostess. — Come I’ll question you 
Of my lord’s tricks, and yours, when you were boys : 
You were pretty lordings then. 

Pol. We were, fair queen. 

Two lads, that thought there was no more behind. 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day. 

And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my lord the verier wag o’the two ? 
Pol. We were as twinn’d lambs that did frisk i’thc 
sun, 


(l) To jar mevDA to tick ; mid T. Heywood^s TVoia Britannkay 
caDt. 4 V. St. 107 5 edit ^6095 ‘‘He hears no wcdcing-clocke, n«r 
ch to jarre'' 

B 3 
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And bleat the one at the other : what we chang’d 
Was innocence for innocence : we knew not 
The doctrine of ill doing; no, nor dream’d 
That any did : — had we pursu’d that life, 

And our weak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d 
With stronger blood, we should have answer’d heaven 
Boldly, Not guilt i/ ; the imposition clear’d. 
Hereditary ours. (1) 

Her. By this we gather, 

You have tripp’d since. 

Fol. O, my most sacred lady. 

Temptations have since then been born to us ; for 
In those unfledg’d days was my wife a girl : 

Your precious self had then not cross’d the eyes 
Of my young playfellow. 

Her. Grace to boor ! (2) 

Of this make no conclusion ; lest you say, 

Your queen and I are devils : yet, go on ; 

The odences we have made you do, we’ll answer. 

Leon. Is he won yet ? 

Her. He’ll stay, my lord. 

Leon. At my request he would not. — 

Hermione, my dearest, thou never spok’st 
To.betler purpose. 

Her. Never? 

Leon. Neve*, but once. 

(l) Setting aaitlc original bating the imposition from tlic 
ofTence ofour first parents, wc might have boldly protested our inno- 
cence to Heaven. 

(3) She calls fur Heaven's grace, to purify and vindicate her own 
character, and that of the wife of Polixeiies, which might seem to hr 
sullied by a species of argument that made them a]>pcar to have led 
their husbaiids into temptation. 

Grace or Heaven help me ! — Do not argue in that manner ; do not 
ilraw any conclusion or inference from your, and your friend's, hav- 
iug, since thAse days of cliildhoocT and innocence, become acquainted 
with your Queen and me ; for, as you have said that in the fieriod 
!>etween childhood and the present time temptations have been born 
m you, and aa in that interval you have hecumc acquainted with us, 
fcg i nference or insinuation would be strong against us, as yohk- cor- 
|||ten, and, ‘ by that kind of reasoning,' your Queen and 1 would.i«^ 
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Her. What } have I twice said well ? When wasH 
before ? 

I pr’ythee, tell me; 

One p:ood deed, dying tongueless. 

Slaughters a thousand, waiting upon that : 

Our praises are our wages : you may ride us, 

With one soft kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere 
Willi spur we heat an acre. But to the goal ; 

My last good deed was, to intreat his stay ; 

WhaJ: WHS rny first ? It has an elder sister. 

Or 1 mistake you : 

But once before I spoke to the purpose : when ? 

Nay, let me have’t ; I long. 

LiCon, Why, that was when 
Tliree crabbed months had sour'd themselves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand. 

And ’clepe thyself my love ; then didst thou utter, 

I am yours for ever. 

Her. Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose 
twice : 

Tlie one for ever earn’d a royal husband; 

'1 lie other, for some while a friend. 

( Gives her hand to Polixe^ies,) 
Leon. {Aside.) Too hot, too hot : — 

'ro mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods. 

1 have tremor cordis on me : — my heart dances ! 

But not for Joy, — not joy. This entertainment 

May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, (1) 

And well become the agent : it may, I grant : 

But, to be paddling palms, and pinching fingers, 

As now they are; and then to sigh as’t were 


(l) fertile hosomy I suppose, is meaut a bosom like that of the 
earili, which yiehls a spontaneous produce. In the same strain istbai 
Oiddi'css of Ttftwn of Athens: 

Xhou common mother, thou, 

“Whose ‘infinite breast 

“ Teems and feeds allT 

B 4 
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The mort o* the deer; (1) — O ! — ^that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows. — Mamillius, 

, Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 

L^on. rfecks ? 

Why, that’s my bawcock. (S) What, hast smutch’d 
thy nose ? — 

They say it’s a copy out of mine.— Come, captain, 
We must be neat; not neat, but cleanly, captain: — 
And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf. 

Are all call’d, neat. (3) — Still virginalling (4) 

Upon his palm ! — {Mamillius takes his handf l.h.) — 
How now, you wanton calf ? 

Art thou my calf ? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leon. Thou want’st a rough pash, and the shoots 
that I have. 

To be full like me ; (5) — yet, they say, we are 


(] ] A lesson upon the horn at the death of the deer. 

So, in Greene’s Card Fancy^ l608 : “ — He that bloweth the 
mort before the death of the buck, may very well miss of his fees.” 
Again, in the oldest copy of Chevy Chase: 

** They blewe a mort uppone the bent.’^ 

(s) Perhaps from heau and coq. It is still said in vulgar language 
that such a one is a jolly cocA, a cock qf the game. The word has al- 
ready occurred in Tu3el/lh~Night, and is one of the titles by which Pis- 
rol speaks of King Iienry the Fifth. 

(3) Leontes, seeing his son’s nose smutch’d, cries, we must he neat ; 

hen recollecting that neat is the ancient term for homed cattle, he 
mys^notneatj but cleanly, - > 

( 4 ) Stili playing with her fingers, as a girl playing on the virginals, 

A virgin^y as 1 am informed, is a very small kind of spinnet. Queeu 

nizabeth’s virginal-book is yet in being, and many of the lessons in it 
lave proved so difficult, as to baffle our most expert players on the 
larpsichord. 

(s) I have lately learned that pash in Scotland signifies a head. The 
Id reading therefore may stand. Many words, that are now used on> 
f in that country, were perhaps once common to the whole island of 
treat Britain, or at least to the northern part of England. The niean- 
ig^ , therefore, of the pi'cfsent passage, 1 suppose, is this : You tell me. 

Leontes to bis son,} that you are like me ; that you are my calf, 
(pm the horned bull ; thou wantest the rough head and tlw horiv<^ of 
iimt ani ^ lj completely to resemble your father, ^ 



9 


THE winter's tale. 

Almost as like as eggs ; women say so, 

That will say any 3iing : but were they false 
*As wind, as waters ; 
iSt were it true 

To say, this boy were like me. — Come, sir page, 
.(iook on me with your welkin eye. (1) — Sweet villain ! 
Most dear’st ! my collop !(2) — Can thy dam ?— may’t 
be? 

Poh What means Sicilia ? 

Hefl He sometimes seems unsettled. 

PoL How, my lord ? 

Leon, What cheer ? How is’t with you, best 
brother ? 

Her^ You look, 

As if you held a brow of much distraction : 

Are you mov’d, (3) my lord ? 

Iteon, No, in good earnest. — 

{Polixenes talks with Hetmione). 
How some nature will betray its folly. 

Its tenderness ; and makes itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms !— Looking on the lines 
Of my boy’s face, methought I did recoil 
Twenty-three years ; and saw myself, unbreeCh’d, 

In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled. 

Lest it should bite its master, and so prove. 

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 

This squash, (4) this gentleman.-^Mine honest friend. 


Tull is here, ns in other plnc<*6, used by our author, adverbially ^ — to 
l)e entirely like me. 

(l) Blue eye an eye of the same colour with the welkin^ or sky. 
( 3 ) So, in The First Part of King Henry VI : 

** God knows, thou art a coUop of my flesh.*' 

(3) We have again the same expression 011 the same occasion, in 
Othello : 

** logo. 1 see my lord, you are mov'd. 

** Otkel. No^ not much mov'd, not much ' 

is a pea-pod, in that state when the young peas begin 

B 5 
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Will you take eggs for money ? (1) 

Mam, No, my lord, I’ll fight. 

-Leon, You will? — why happy man be his dole ! (2) 
— My brother, 

Are you so fond of your young prince, as we 
Do seem to be of ours? 

' Pol, If at home, sir, 

He^s all my exercise, rny mirth, my matter : 

Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy; 

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 

He makes a July’s day short as December; 

And, with his varying childness, cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

LiCon, So stands this squire 
Offic’d with me : — we two will walk, my lord, 

And le Mve you to your graver steps. — Hcrmione, 

{The characters advance from r.h. h. and 
exeunt presently in the foUoiving order 
' ffermione and Polixenes, r.h. — Paulvui^ 
Antigonusy Pmilia^ ClcomeneSy Lamia^ Dion^ 
Hero, Phocion, Archidamus and Thasius, 
n.n.s.E. — 2 Ladies, 2 Gentlemen, 4 Ladies, 
4: Gentlemen, 2 Ladies, 2 

How thou lov’st us, show in our brother’s welcome; 
Next to thyself, and my young rover, he’s 
Apparent ^4) to my heart. 

Her, If you would seek us, 

We are yours in the garden : shall’s attend you tlicrc ? 
Leon. • To your own bents dispose you ; you’ll be 
found, 

Be you beneath the sky. — 

I am angling now, 

(l) This phrase seciTiS tome to have meant orig;initlly. — Arc yo« 
such apniti'on as to suffer another to use yon as he pleases, to compel 
yon to give him your money and to acceptof a thing of so small a value 
as a few eggs in exchange fur it ? He, who will iahe for money 
seems to be what, in As you like it, and in many of the old play^ 
is eidled « tame snake. 

^ (2) lliii§r his dole or share in life be to be a happy man. 

(9) Tbit is, heir apparent, or the next claimant. 
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Though you perceive me not how I give line. 

^Kxeimt Hermione and PolixeneSy followed 
bt/ all the Courts exceed Ijcontes^ 31amillii(X 
and Camillo. 

Go to, go to ! 

How she holds up the neb, (1) the bill to him I 
■^Vnd arms her Avith the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing husband I — Gone already ; 
fnch-thick, knee-deep, — O’er head and ears a fork’d 
• one. — 

Go, play, boy, play; — ihy mother plays, and I 
Play loo; but so disgrac’d a part, whose issue 
"^Vill hiss me to my grave; contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell. — Go, play, boy, play. — There ha\'v 
boen. 

Or 1 am much deceiv’d, cuckolds ere now: 

And many a man there is, even at this present, (^) 
Xovv, while T speak this, holds his wife by the arm, 

That little thinks she has 

{Camillo advances, k.h/- 

Should all despair, 

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. — Physic for’t there is none ; 

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 

Where’! is predoudnant ; and ’tis powerful, think it. 

From east, west, nortli, and south : 

Many a thousand of us 

Have the disease, and feel’t not. — {Mamillius pnU^ 
him hp the cloak.) — How now, hoy? 

Mam. I am like you, they say. 

Leon. Why, that’s some comfort. — 

(Crosses lo cunt re 

The wurd is coinmoidy pron^ uiiced and written nib. It 
hes here the mouth. So, in Anne the Qveen of Hungarie^ being 
of the Talcs in Painter's l*alace of Piecunirey 1566. ‘‘ the amorou> 
v'orincs of luve did bitterly knawe and tcure his heart wyih the fit' * 
of their forked lieatls.’** 

i. e. present time. So, iu Macbeth: 

^ * Tliy letters have transported lue beyond 
' This ignorant present 'f — 

B 6 
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Whatl Camillo there ? 

Cam, Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. Go, play, Mamillius ; thou’rt an honest 
man.— Mamillius^ l.*:. 

Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold ; 
When you cast out, it still came home. (1) 

Leon. Didst note it? 

Cam, He would not stay at your petitions; made 
His business more material. (2) 

Leon. Didst perceive it ? — 

They’re here with me already ; (3) whispering, round- 

Sicilia is a so forth ; (4) ’Tis far gone, 

When 1 shall gust it last. — How came’t, Camillo, 
That he did stay ? 

Cam, At the good queen’s entreaty. 

Leon, At the queen’s, be’t : good should be per- 
tinent ; 

But, so it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any understanding pate but thine ? 

For thy conceit is soaking, (5) will draw in 

(i) This is a sea- faring expression, meaning, the anchor would not 
take hold, 

(v2) i. e. the more you requested him to stay, the more urgent he 
represented tl.at business to be which summoned him away. 

(3) NotPolixenes and Hermione, but casual observers, people ac- 
cidentally present. 

( 4 ) In regulating this line, I have adopted a bint suggested by Mr. 
M. Mason. I have more than once observed, that almost every 
abrupt sentence in these plays is corrupted. These words, without 
the break now introduced, are to me uaiutelligible. Leontes means 
—1 think 1 already hear my courtiers whispering to each other, 

Sicilia is a cuckold, a tame cuckold, to which, (says he) they will 
add every other opprobrious name and epithet they ran think of 
for Bucb; 1 suppose, the meaning of the words— He avoids 
naming the word cuckold, from a horror of the very sound. 1 suspect, 
however, that our author wrote — Sicilia is — and so forth. So, in 
The Merchant qf FeOice: ‘‘I will buy with you, sell with you, talk 
with you, walk with you, and so following'^ 

( 5 ) Thy conceit is of an absorbent nature, will draw ^'n mo^e, &c. 

seems the meaning. ^ 
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'^'^JLeon. Ha? 


Cam. Stays here longer. 

Lteon. Ay, but why ? 

Cam.JVo satisfy your highness, and the entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. Satisfy 

The entreaties of your mistress? — Satisfy ! — 

Let that suffice. — I have trusted thee, Camillo, 

With all the nearest things to my heart, as well 
My chamber councils ; wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast cleans'd my bosom ; I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which seems so. 

Cam, Be it forbid, my lord ! 

Leon. To bide upon ’t : — thou art not honest j or, 
If thou inclin’st that way, thou art a coward; 

Which boxes (2) honesty behind, restraining 
From course requir’d : or else thou must be counted 
A servant grafted in my serious trust. 

And therein negligent ; or else a fool, 

That seest a game play’d home, the rich stake drawn, 
And tak’st it all for jest. 

Cam, In your affairs, my lord, 

If ever I were.wilful negligent. 

It was my folly ; if industriously 


(l) It appears from a passage iti The MeryeJest of a Man catled 
HowleglaSf bl, 1. no date, that it was anciently the enstom in publick 
houses to keep ordinaries of different prices : What table will you 
be at? for 3 ^ tt|e lo rdes ta ble thei give me no less than to shillings, 
and at the mercliaunls table xvi pence, and at my houshold servantea 
^vrelve /euce." — Lcontes comprehends inferiority of under- 
jgin th^dea of inferiority of rank. 

The pr^cr word is to hough, i. e. to cut the hough, or hau- 
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I play’d the fool, it was my negligence. 

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the issue doubted, 

^Twas a fear 

Which ofi; infects the wisest : these, my lord, 

Are such allow’d infirmities, that honesty 
Is never free of. But, ’beseech your grace. 

Be plainer with me ; let me know my trespass 
By its own visage : if I then deny it, 

’Tis none of mine. 

Leon, Have not you seen, Camillo, — 

But that’s past doubt, — you have 5 — 

Or heard, — 

For to a vision so apparent, rumour 

Cannot be mute ; — or thought, — for cogitation 

llesides not in that man that does not tliink it 3— 

My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess, — 

Or else be impudently negative. 

To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought, — then say. 
My wife’s a iiobby-horse : deserves a name 
As rank as any flax-wcnch, that ])uts to 
Before her troth- plight : say it, and justify it. 

Cam, ] would not be a stander-by, to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken : ’Slirevv my heart, 

Vou never spoke what did become you less 
Than this ; which to reiterate, were sin 
As deep as that, though true. (J) 

Leon, Is whispering nothing? 

Is leaning cheek lo cheek ? is meeting noses ? 

Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ? — a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty : — 

Skulking in corners ? wishing clocks more swift ? 
Hours, minutes ? noon, midnight? and all eyes blind 
With the pin and web, (2) but theirs, theirs only 




.«. \'oiir suRpicion is as great a sia as vro uld that (li 
of which yon susiK'Ct her, 

!)isoi'dei‘s in the eye. 
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>Tlmt would, unseen, be wicked r Is this nothing ? 
Wily, then the world, and all that’s in’t, is nothing ; 

^vering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 
OTJ^^ife is nothing ; nor nothing have these nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam, Good my lord, be cur’d 
Oi’^this diseas’d opinion, and betimes ; 

For ’tis most dangerous. 

Leon, Say, it bej ’tis true. 

Cam, -No, noj my lord. 

Luon, You lie, you lie; it is ; 

1 say, thou licst, Camillo, and lhate thee ; 

Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave ; 

Or else a hovering temporizer, that 
Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil, . 
Inclining to them both: — Were my wife’s liver 
Infected as her life, she would not live 
TIic running of one glass. (1) {Crosses to R,2i,) 

Cam, Who does infect her. 

Leon, Why, he that wears her, like her medal, 
hanging 

About his neck, — Bohemia ! (\?) — Who,— if I 
Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour a% their profits, 

They would do tliat ^ 

Which should undo more doing : (3) ay, and thou, 

His cup-bearer — 

Who may’st see 

Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven. 
How 1 am galled, — might’st bespice a cup. 

To give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 

Whicli draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, — my lord, — 

I could do this ; and that with no rash potion. 


i;L 


^^upposfi the poet meant to say, that Polixencs itwe Aje/-, tu 
lorn a meilal of her, about his neck. Sir ChristoplKT 
rc^lesciitcd with a medal of Queen Elizabeth a pended 
^chain. J » 

The lazier word is used here in a wanton sense. 
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But with a lingering dram that should not work 
Maliciously, like poison ; ( I ) — But I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress. 

So sovereignly being honourable. 

Leon. Tve lov’d thee : — make’t thy question, and 
go rot ! — 

Dost think, 1 am so muddy, so unsettled, 

To appoint myself in this vexation ; — sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets, 

Which to preserve, is sleep ; which bting spotted, 

Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ; — 

Give scandal to the blood o’the prince my son, 

(Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine;)— 
Without ripe moving to’t ? Would I do this? 

Could man so blench ? (2) 

Cam. 1 must believe you, sir : 

1 do; and will fetch off Bohemia for’t ; 

Provided, that, when he’s remov’d, your highness 
Will take again your queen, as yours at first, — 

Even for your son’s sake ; and, thereby, for sealing 
7Tie injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Kndwaand allied to yours. 

Lepn\ Thou dost advise me 
Even so, as I mine own coiftse have set down ; 

I’ll give no blemish to her honoiflr, none. 

Cam. Mv Lord, 

Go then ; and, with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia, 

And with your queen : — I am his cup-bearer ; 

If from me he have wholesome beverage. 

Account me not your servant. 

Leon. This is all : 

Do’t, and thou hast the one half of my heart ; 

Do’t not, thou splitt’st thine own.-—* 

(l) Kaaih is hasty $18 in King Henry IV» P- III “ — rash gun- 
powder'' Maliciously ia malignantiyy 'With 
( 3 ) To 6 /eRcA is to start off, to shrink. So, in : 

“ if he but blench^ 

“ 1 know ray couroe.** — * 

Leontcs means — could any man bo etort or fly off froi^i propri^^i^^, 
heharter? 
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seem friendly^ as thou hast advis'd me^ 

\_Exit LeonteSj r.h. 

O miserable lady !— But, for me, 

‘.^^Slt^case stand 1 in ? I must be the poisoner 
Of good Polixenes : and my ground to do’t 
Is the obedience to a master, — one, 

in rebellion with himself, will have 
All that are his so too. — ^To do this deed, 

Promotion follows : K 1 could find example 
Of thousands thatihad struck anointed kings. 

And flourish’d after, I’d not do’t : (1) but, since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one, 
LfCt villainy itself forswear’!. 1 must 
Forsake the court : to do’t, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. — Happy star, reign now ! 

Here comes Bohemia. 

Enter Polixenes, r.h. 

PoL This is strange ! Methinks, 

My favour here begins to warp. Not speak ?— 

Good day, Camillo. 

Cam. Hail, most royal sir ! 

Pol. What is the news i’the court ? 

Cam, None rare, my lord. 

Pol, The king hath on him such a countenance. 

As he had lost some province, and a region. 

Lov’d as he loves himself : even now 1 met him 
With customary compHment ; when he. 

Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from nie ; (2) and 
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his manner^. 

Cam, 1 dare not know, my lord. 

PoL How ! dare not ? 

(i) An allusion to the death of the Queen of Scols, says Walpole. 
(Vide Preface. 

(a) This^T'ffrhlli^UV nature worthy of Shakspeare. Leontea 
had buty^piome/t before assured. Camillo that lie would seem 
friandll^ld^lixe^, according to his advice ; but on meeting him, 
his gets ^e better of his resolution, and he finds it impvs- 

to histrain its hatred. 
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Cam. Inhere is a sickness. 

Which puts some of us in distemper ; but 
1 cannot name the disease; and it is caught 
Of yon, that yet are well. 

Pol. How ! caught of me ? 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk : 

I"ve look'd on thousands who have sped the better" 
By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo^ 

1 beseech you. 

If you know ought which does behove my knowledge 
Thereof to be inform’d, imprison it not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. 1 may not answer. 

Pol. 1 must be ansv»^er’d. — Dost thou hear, Camillo ? 
I conjure thee, by all the parts of man 
Which honour does acknowledge, — whereof the least 
Is not this suit of mine, — that thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of harm 
Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how near ; 

Which way to be prevented, if it be; 

If not, how best to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I’ll tell you ; 

Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him 

That I think honourable; therefore, mark my counsel ; 

Which must be even as swiftly follow’d, as 

I mean tc utter it ; or both yourself and me 

Cry, lost, and so good nighl. 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Catn. I am appointed him to murder you. (J) 

Pol. By whom, Camillo? 

Cam. By the king. 

Pol. For what ? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he 
swears, — 

As he had seeh’t, or been an instrument 


(l) i. e. I am the persoa appointed to murder you. 

So, in King Henry VI. P. 1 : 

Him that thou inagnUieBt with all Iheae itld, 
** Stinking and fly-blown liea therg at our leel.” 
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\|^yice you to*t, (1) — that you have touched his 
queen 
^^rbiadenly. 

O, then my best blood turn 
To an infected jelly ; and my name 
Be yok’d with liis, that did betray the best ! (?) 

€'«m. Swear this, though over 
By each particular star in heaven, — 

You may as well 

Forbid tho sea fdt to obey the moon. 

As or, by oath, remove, or counsel, shake. 

The fabric ol ins folly. 

Pol, How should this grow? 

Cani, I know not : but I am sure, *tis safer to 
Avoid what’s grown, than question how ’lis born. 

If tii ere fore you dare trust iny honesty, — 

J'hat lies inclosed in this trunk, which you 
Shall hear along impawn’d, — away to-night. 

Be not uncertain ; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I 

Have utter’d truth ! which, if you seek to prove, 

I dare not stand by ; nqr shall you be safer 
Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth, 
thereon 

His execution sworn. 

Pol, I do believe thee ; 

I saw his heart in’s face. Give me thy hand : 

Be pilot to me, and thy places shall 

Still neighbour mine : (3) My ships are ready, and 

{Crosses to l.u.) 

My people did expect my hence departure 
Tvvo days ago. 

Cam, It is in mine authority, to command 
The keys of all the posterns ; please your highness 
To take the urgent hour. 

(i) i. e^iTraW, [lL>l!»Ulu]e you. The character called the Vic9 \u 
the ohJ^PaySjWa/lhe toevil. . 

is, j/diis. The word Lest is spelt with a capital letter 
thor in tJ fii-st folio. 

^ (3) l>y placed vur author mcani— ;>r^crmen/j, or honours. 
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Pol. Good expedition be my friend^ and comfort ^ 
The gracious queen’s 
Cam. Come, sir, awayl 

\^Exeunt^^S.n. 


END OF ACT 1. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. — The Queen's Apartment. 

Hurmione, Mamillius, Emilia, Lamia, and 
Hero, discovered. 

stool. M. e,SL!,. 

Footstool. Horse. 

Hermione% Drum. 

Mamillius. 

Hero. iMmia. 

EmiUot un. 

Her. Take the boy to you : he so troubles me, 

’Tis past enduring. 

Lam. Come, my gracious lord, 

Shall I be your playfellow ! 

Mam. No, I’ll none of you : — I love you better. 

{Crosses to Emilia.) 

Emil. And why so, my lord ? 

Mam. Not for because 

Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they say, 
Become some women best. 

Emil. Who taught this ? — 

Mam. I learo’d it out of women’s faces. — Pray now. 
What colour are your eyebrows , ,, 

Lam. Blue, my lord. 

Mam. Nay, that ’s a mock : I’ve seen a lady’^ no8< 
That has been blue, but not her ^ebrows! 

Emil. Hark ye : 



THE winter’s tale. 


21 


queeni your mother, rounds apace : we shall 
Pre^t our services to a fine new prince, 

1^0 of these days ; and then you’d wanton with us, 
iNwe would have you. 

Her, What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come, sir, 
now (Mamillius turns to Herrnione,) 

1 aln for you again : ’pray you, sit by us, 

And tell’s a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or sad, shall’t be? 

Her,* As merlyas you will. 

Mam, A sad tale’s best for winter : (I) 

I have one of sprites and goblins. 

Her, Let’s have that, good sir. 

Come on, sit down come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites ; you’re powerful at it. 
Mam, There was a man, — 

Enter Leontks, Phocion, Antigonus, Thasius, 
two Officers^ and six Guards, l.h. 

Leofi, Was he met there ! his train ? Camillo with 
him ? 

{When Emilia and Lamia hear the king's voice, 
they cross behind, R.n. The two officers re- 
move the chairs, ^c. and stand behind with 
guards, towards, r.h.) 

Pho. Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 
Saw 1 men scour so on their way ; I ey’d them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How blest am I 
In my just censure, (2) in my true opinion ! 

Alack, for lesser knowledge ! (3) — How accurs’d, 

In being so bless’d — 

There is a plot against my life, my crown : 


(l) the title of the play. 

{e^ensure, lo tbe time of our author, was generally n*ed (as ia 
thi^atance/ for judgment, opinion. So, Sir Walter Raleigh, in 
h^^mmeimatory verBes prefixed to Gascoigne'B Stetl QUme, 157fi = 
Wncreforeto writemy eenjvre of tnia book-.- 
(.l) Thatfia, O that myknowUdgi vere le»$. 
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All’s truCi that is mistrusted : — that false villain, 
Whom I employ’d, was pre-employ’d by him : 

He has discover’d my design, and I 
Remain a pinch'd thing ; yea, a very trick 
^For them to play at will. — How came the posterns 
So easily open ? 

Pho, By his great authority ; 

Which often hath no less prevail’d than so, 

On your command. 

Leon, 1 know’t too well. — 

Give me the boy : I’m glad, you did not nurse him : 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her, What is this ? sport ! 

Leon. Bear the boy hence ; — (Pushes him over 
to Thasius.) — he shall not come about her; — 
Away with him. 

[Exeunt T'hasius and Mamillius^ l.h. 
Look oA her, mark her well : be but about 
To say, She is a goodly lady^ and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add, 

’ Tis pity^ she\s not honest, honourable : 

Praise her but for this her wiihout-door form, 

Which, on my faith, deserves high speech, and straight 
The shrug, the hum, or ha, — these petty brands 

That calumny doth use, — 0, 1 am out, 

That mercy does ; for calumny will sear 

Virtue itself : (1) — ^These shrugs, these hums, and ha’s, 

When you have said, she's goodly, come between. 

Ere you can say, she's honest ; But be it known, 

From him that has most cause to grieve it should be, 
She’s an ad ul tress. 

Her, Should a villain say so. 

The most replenish’d villain in the world, 

He i^re as much more villain : — you, my lord, 

Po mistake. 

Tint fltigmatize or brand as infamoua. sk ?n Alt^§eU 
hat anift weWjf.’ v 



23 


- THE WTNTEll’s TALE. 

' Leon. You have mistook, my lady, 

Poli'iirenes for Leontes. — O, — ihou thing, 

\Vhicl\ ril not call a creature of thy place, 
fcLes'i barbarism, making me the precedent, 

Should a like language use to all degrees, • 

And mannerly distiuguishment leave out 
lietwfxt the prince and beggar. — I have said. 

She's an adultress; I have said, with whom: 

More, she's a traitor; and Camillo is 
A feodary'with he*V ; and one that knows, 

What she should shame to know herself, 

That she's 
A bed-swerver ; 

Ay, and privy 
To this their late escape. 

Her, No, by my life, 

Privy to none of (his. — How will this grieve you, 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You have thus publish'd me! Gentle my lord, 

You scarce can right me throughly then, to say, 

You did mistake. 

Leon, No, no; if 1 mistake 
in those foundations which I build upon, 

The centre (1) is not big enough to bear 
A school-boy's top. — Away with her to prison. — 

{Antigonus crosses to Leontes.) 
He, who shall speak for her, is afar off guilty, 

But that he speaks. (S) 

{Throws himself into a chair) 
Her, There's some ill pljinet reigns : 

1 must be patient, till the heavens look 

With an aspect more favourable. (3) Good my 

lords, 

[ am not prone to weeping, as our sex 

(1) That is. if the proofs which I can offer will not support tlip 

opinion 1 b'v. c lij, foundation can l>c trusted. 

( 2 ) i. c, guilty in a reinote degree^ even for speaking. 

( 3 ) AeV astroiyl^cal phrase. The aspect of stars was ancienMj u 
familldr term, r/id continued to be such till the age in which Milton 
♦ells us — J 

“ file swart star sparely Lycidas, v. 130. 
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Cominpnly are ; the want of wKich vain dew, 
Perchance, shall dry your pities : but 1 have 
That honourable grief lodg’d here, which burns 
Worse than tears drown : ’beseech you all, my lords,' 
With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me : and so. 

The king’s will be perform’d ! 

Lem, Shall I be heard? {Starts up,) 

Her, Who is ’t, that goes with ' me ? — ’Beseech 
your highness, 

My women may be with me ; for, you see, 

My plight requires it. — ^Do not weep, good fools ; 
There is no cause : when you shall know, your mistress 
Has deserv’d prison, then abound in tears : 

This action, I now go on,(l) 

Is for my better grace. — Adieu, my lord : 

I never wish’d to see you sorry ; now, 

I trust, I shall. My women, come ; you have leave 

Leon, Go, do our bidding; hence. 

J[Exit Hermime^ follmoed by Emilia^ Lamia^ 
Heroj Officers and Guards, r.h. 

P4o. ’Beseech your highness, call the queen again. 
Ant, For her, my lord, — 

I dare my life lay down, and will do’t, sir. 

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless. 
Lem, Hold your peaces. 

Ant, It is for you we speak, not for ourselves ; 

You are abus’d, and by some putter-on, (3) 

That will be damn’d for’t : 

Be she honour-flaw’d. — 

1 have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven ; 

The second and the third, nine and some five ; 


(l) 1 believe, Hermione means, What 1 am now about to do.*' 
This aupp^ition may be countenanced by the following passage ia 
Nothings Act I. sc. i: 

<^;^j^en I went forward on thu ended uUisi,.'* 

($) Ub one wholnstigates. So, in Macbeth : 

— the powers divine 
M their instruments.” 
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If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t; by "mine honour 
Fourteen they shall not see, 

•To bring false generations. 

' Leon. Cease ; no more : 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man’s nose ; but 1 do sce’t. 

And feel’t, as you feel doing thus, — {Striking his 
hands together,) — and see 
Withall the instruments that feel. 

Antr Jf it bfi so, 

We need no grave to bury honesty ; 

There’s not a grain of it, the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leon^ What ! lack I credit ? 

Ant, I had rather you did lack, than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground : and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than your suspicion j 
Be blam’d for’t how you might. 

Leon, Either thou art most ignorant by age, 

Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo’s flight, 

Added to their familiarity, 

Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture, 

Doth push on this proceeding : 

Yet, for a greater confirmation, — 

For, in an act of this importauce, t’were 
Most piteous to be wild, — I have despatch’d 
To sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple, 

Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of stuff’d sufficiency: (1) now, from the oracle 
They will bring all ; whose spiritual counsel had, 
Shall stop, or spur, me. Have 1 done well ? 

PAo. Well done, my lord. 

Leon, Though I am satisfied, and need no more 
Than what 1 know, yet shall the oracle 
Give rest to the minds of others ; such as he, 

Whose ignorant credulity will not 

(l) Tliat is, of abilities more than enough. 

C 
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Come up to the truth : so have we thought it good, 
From our free person she should be confin’d 
Lest that the treachery of the two, fled hence, 

Be left her to perform. Come, follow us. 

(Crosses to centre,) 

Ant^ Yet, hear me, gracious sovereign, — 

Leon. We need no more of your advice : the 
matter. 

The loss, the gain, the ordering on't, is all 
Properly ours : we’ll spare your wisdom, sir. 

\Exeunt Leonte^ and Phocion^ l..h. 
AnU And I wish, my liege. 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it. 

Without more overture, [KnV L.if. 


SCENE II . — A Prison, 

Enter Paulina a7id two Gentlemen, r.b, 

Paul, The keeper of the prison, — call to him ; 

Let him have knowledge who I am. — 

[Crosm behind and Exit Gentleman, l.h. 
Good lady ! 

No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 

What dost thou then in prison ? 

Enter Gentlemanwith the Keeper, l.h. — Gentleman 
Crosses behind, r.h. 


Now good sir ; 

You know me, do you not ? 

Keep. For a worthy lady. 

And one whom* much I honour. 

Paid. Tray you then, 

(\mcluct me to the queen. 

Keep, I may not, madam ; to the contrary 
1 have express commandment. 

Paid. Here's ado, 
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To lock up- honesty and honour from 
The access of gentle visitors ! — Is it lawful, 

'Pray you, to see her women r any of them ? 

Emilia ? 

Keep, So please you, madam, to put 
Apart these your attendants, 1 shall bring 
Emilia forth. ( Gmng j.. ri .) 

Paul, I pray you now call her. — 

Withdraw yourselves. 

• * \Exeunt the two Genllemen, l.h. 

Keep, And^ madam, 

I must be present at your conference. 

Paul. Well, be it so, pr’ythee. — 

[Earit the Keeper, l.h. 
Here’s such ado to make no stain a stain. 

As passes colouring. 

Enter Me Keeper and Emilia, L . w .— The Keeper 
stands a little retired^ ji.h. 

Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady ? 

pjmil. As well as one so great, and so forlorn. 

May hold together : ■ on her frights and griefs, — 
Which never tender lady hath borne greater, — 

She is, something before her time, deliver’d. 

Paul. A boy ? 

Emit, A daughter ; and a goodly babe, 

.Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives 
Much comfort in^t : says, Mj/ poor prismer^ 

I am innocent as you. 

Paul. I dare be sworn : 

7'iiese dangerous unsafe lunes o’the king ! (l)beshrew 
them ! 


till have no where but in our author, observed this word adopted in 
our tonj^iic^ to signify frenzyy funary. But it is a mode of expression 
with the Fi-eiich . — IL y a de ia lime : (i e. he bus got the moon io h» 
hc'id ; he is frantiik.) Cotgravc. Lurte, folie. L^s Jhmmet ont-dtt 
laofs dnns ia Ricbelet.'* 

t g 
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He must be told on’t, and he shall : the office 
liecomes a woman best; I’ll take’t upon me : 

II I prove honey-mouth’d, let my tongue blister. 

’Pray you; Emilia, 

(.’ommend my best obedience to the queen ; 

If she dares trust me with her little babe, 
ril show’t the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to the loudest : we do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o’the child ; 

The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades when speaking fails. 

Ejnil. Most worthy madam, 

Vour honour, and your goodness, is so evident, 

That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A thriving issue: 

Please your ladyship 

To visit the next room, I ’ll presently 

Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer : 

Who, but to-day, hammer’d of this design ; 

Hut durst not tempt a minister of honour, 

Lest she should be denied. {Going la}.) 

Keep- Madam, if t please the queen to send the babe, 
{Advances between them and stops Paulina,) 
1 know not what I shall incur, to pass it. 

Having no warrant. 

Paul. You need not fear it, sir : 

'Phis chil 1 was prisoner to the womb ; and is, 
ily law and process of great nature, thence 
iTted and enfranchis’d ; not a party to 
The anger of the king ; nor guilty of. 

If any be the trespass of the queen : — 

(Crosses to centre,) 
Do not you fear ; upon mine honour, I 
Will stand ’twixt you and danger. \^Exeunt^ l.ii. 
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SCENE III, — A square before the Palace. 

( Trumpets sounds k. h . ) 

Enter Cleomenes and Dion, 2 Priests^ 2 Pa^^es 
bearing the Orajcle. — Trumpets sound till the Ora- 
He is set down in centre of the stage^ 

Dion. The climate’s delicate; the air most sweet; 
FertilcTthe soif ; the temple much surpassing 
The common praise.it bears. 

Cleo. I shall report, 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits, — 
Melhinks I should so term them,— and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice ! 

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i’the offering ! 

Dion. But, of all, the burst 
And the ear deafening voice o’ Ihe oracle, 

Kin to Jove’s thunder, so surpris’d my sense, 

That I was nothing. 

Cleo. If the event o’the jouiney 
Prove as successful to the queen, — Oh, be’t so ! — 

As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy, 

The time is worth the use on’t. 

Dion. Great Apollo, 

Turn all to the best ! — These proclamations. 

So forcing faults upon Hermione, 

I little like. 

Cleo. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end, the business: when the oracle, 
Thus by Apollo’s great Divine seal’d up. 

Shall the contents discover, something rare 
Even then will rush to knowledge i , — 

And gracious be the issue ! {Trumpets sound.) 

[Exeunt L.H. 

SCENE IV. — The King's Closet, Table, Books, 

2 Chairs, Footstool, 
c 3 
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Leontks discovered. 

I^eon. Nor niglit, nor day, no rest : — it is but 
weakness, (/iisej.) 

To bear I lie mailer I bus, mere weakness. — If 
The cause were not in being, --Part o’ the cause, 

She, the adultrcss, — lor the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of tiie blank 
And level of my brain, (l)plot-prol)f, — but she 
I can hook to me : — say that she .were gone, 

Given to the death, a moiety of my rest 
Might come to me again. — Who’s there? 

Enter Antigonus, r.h. 

Ant. My lord ? 

Leon. How does the boy? 

Ant^ He took good rest to-night ; 

’Tis hop'd, his sickness is discharg’d. 

Leon. To see 
His nobleness ! 

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 

He straight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply : 
Fasten’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himself ; 

Threw ofFhi® spirit, his appetite, his sleep, 

And downright languish’d. 

Polixenes, — thou— Fy ! no more of him ; — 

The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoils upon me ; in himself too mighty. 

His parties, his alliance : — let him be. 

Until a time may serve : — for present vengeance, 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me; make their pastime at my sorrow: 


(1 ) Jilank and levels >ineai) mark and aim ; but they are term# of 
not of archery. 

* So, in King Henry VIII: 

** — — - 1 stood i’ th’ 'evel 
Of nfull-charg^d coiwpiracy .** 
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They should not laugh, if I could reach (hem ; nor 
Shall she within my power. 

{Throws himself into a CAfliV.) 
Tha. {Without l.h.)You must not enter. 

TauL {Without l.h.) Nay, rather, good my lords, 
be second to me ; 

Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas 1 
Than the queen’s life? a gracious innocent soul : 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant, That’s enough. 

Enter Phocion, Thasius, and Paulina, with the 

Childf L.H. 

Pho. Madam, he hath not slept to-night; com- 
manded 

None should come at him. 

Paul, Not so hot, good sir ; 

I come to bring him sleep. ’Tis such as you,-— 

That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh • 

At each his needless heavings, — such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking ; I 
Do come, with words as med’cinal as true, 

To purge him of that humour, • 

That presses him from sleep. 

Leon, What noise there, ho ? 

Paul. No noise, my lord ; but needful conference. 
About some gossips for your highness. 

{Crosses towards Leontes.) 

Leon, How ? 

Away with that audacious lady. — Antigonus, 

I charg’d thee, that she should not come about me. 

Ant, I told her so, my lord. 

On your displeasure’s peril, and on mine, 

She should not visit you. 

Paul, Good my liege, I come, — 

And 1 beseech you, hear me, who profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician, 

Your most obedient counsellor; yet that dare 
c 4 
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Less appear so, in comforting your evils, (I) 

Than such as may seem yours : — I say, 1 come 
From your good queen. 

Leon. Good queen 1 

. Paul. Good queen, my lord, good queen ; I say, 
good queen ; 

And would by combat make her good, so were 1 
A man, the worst about you. (2) 

Leon. Force her hence. 

{Rises and advances. — Phocion and Thasius 
ma/i'e a motion to force her out.) 

Paul. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
First hand me : on my own accord I’ll oif \ 

But, first, 1*11 do my errand. — ^The good queen— 

For she is good, — hath brought you forth a daughter^ 
Here ’tis; commends it to your blessing. 

{Lays dovm the Child*) 

Leon. Out ! 

A mankind witch !(3)Hence with her, outo’door : 

A most intelligencing bawd I 
Paul. Not so; 

1 am as ignorant in that, as you 

In so entitling me : and no less honest 

Than you are mad ; which is enough, I *11 warrant. 

As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon. TrailP'o ! 

Will you not push her out? — Give her the bastard — 
Thou, dotard, thou art woman-tir’d, (4) unroosted 


(l) To eomfort, in old language, is toaicf and encourage. Fuils here 
mesyi wicked courses. 

{-2) ** The worst about yon,'* may mean the weakest, or least wur- 
like. So, ** a better man the best man in company, frequently icier U* 
skill in tigliting, not tu moral goodness." 

(3) A mankind woman is yet used in the midland counties, for a w o- 
maii violent, ferocious, and mischievous. It has thesame sense in this 
passage.. 

Witches are supposed to be mankindy to put off the softness and de- 
licacy of women j therefore Sir Hugh, in The Merry Wives of Windsor, 
says of a woman suspected to be a witch, tAat he does not hke when a 
%»oman has a beard." 

(4) Woman-tir'd, is peck'd hy a woman 3 hcn-pecked. 
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By thy dame Partlet here, — 

Take’t up, .1 say, give’t to thy crone. (1) 

{Antigonus gomg to take up the Child,) 
Paul. For ever ( Crosses to AntigonusJ) 

Un venerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak’st up the princess, by that forced baseness (-?) 
Which he has put upon’t 
Leon, He dreads his wife ! 

Paul. So I would, you did ; then, ’twcre past all 
doubt/ 

You’d call your children yours. 

Leon. A nest of traitors ! 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

Paul. Nor I ;■ nor any. 

But one, that’s here; and that’s himself : — for he 
The sacred honour of himself, his queen’s, 

His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander. 
Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s 1 and will not 
Once remove 

The root of his opinion, which is rotten, 

As ever oak, or stone, was sound. 

Leon. This brat is none of mine. 

Paul. ’Tis yours ; (Kneels and opens the matitle.) 
And, might we lay tlie old proverb to your charge, 

So like you, ’tis the worse. — ^Behold, my lords. 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father: eye, nose, lip. 

The trick of his frown, his forehead ; nay, the valley, 

The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek 

And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast made it 

So like to him that got it, if thou hast 

The ordering of the mind too, ’inongst all colours 

No yellow in’t ; (8) lest she suspect, as he does. 

Her children not her husband’s 1 (Rises.) 

( 1 ) i. c. thy old worn-out woman. A croan is aii old toothless shcr}) : 
tliencc an old womairi. So, in Chaucer's Man ofLawes Tale ; 

“ This oldc Soudaiicsse, this cursed crones 
{ 2 ) 1 eontes had ordered Autigoiius to take up ike bastard ; Paulina* 
forbids him to touch the Princess under that appellation. Forced is 
J'alscy uttered with violence to truth. 

(i) Ydloxo is the colour of jealousy. » 

c 5 
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Leon> A gross hag ! — 

And, Jozel, (1) thou art worthy to be bang’d, 

That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang all the husbands 
That cannot do that teat, you’ll lea\e yourself 
Hardly one subject. 

Leon. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. — 

I will not call you tyrant ; 

But this most cruel usage of your queen 
Savours of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 

Yea, scandalous to the world. {Crosses to l.h.j 

Leon, On your allegiance. 

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant. 
Where were her life ? 

Away with her. 

, (Phocion and Thasius again advance towards her. ) 

Paul. I pray you, do not push me ; I’ll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord; ’tis yours: Jove send her 
A better guiding spirit! — {They again advance.)^ 
What need these hands ? — 

You that are thus so tender o’er his follies. 

Will never do him good, not one of you. — {They 
again advance.) 

So, so farexv:;!! : we are gone. [Exit l.h. 

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this. — 
My child ? Away with’t I — Even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o’er it, take it hence, 

And see it instantly consum’d with fire; 

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight; 
Within this hour bring me word ’tis done. 

And by good testimony, or I’ll seize thy life 
With what thou else call’s! thine:— go; do it: — 
^ilffince ; — 

For thou sett’st on thy wife. 

, Ant. I did not, sir : 

A ^Lml 18 one tliat hath loat, neglected, or cait off his owne 
gdWiand weUiire, and so w become lewde and carelesse of credit nud 
Vtrstegau’B Kestifution, ibos, p. 335. , 
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These lordsy my noble fellows^ if they please, . 

Can clear me in’t. 

Pho, We can : my royal liege, 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leon, You are traitors all. 

Ant, ’Beseech your highness, give us better credit ; 
Wc have always truly serv’d you, and beseech 
So to esteem of us : and on my knees 1 beg, 

As recompensj of my dear services. 

Past, and to come, that you do change this purpose ; 
Which, being so horrible, so bloocjy, must 
Lead on to some foul issue ; vve beseecli — 

Leon* Shall I live on, to see this creature kneel 
And call me father ? Better end it now. 

Than curse it then : but, be it ; let it live : — 

It shall not neither. Ybu. withdraw awhile. — 
[Exennt Phocion and Thaaim 
You, sir, come you hither, — 

You, that have been so tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your midwife, there. 

To save this bastard’s life; — for ’tis a bastard. 

So sure as this beard’s grey; (1)— what will you ad- 
venture 

To save this brat’s life ? 

Ant. Any tiling, my lord. 

That my ability may undergo. 

And nobleness impose ; at least, thus much ; 

I’ll pawn the little blood which I have left. 

To save the innocent ; any thing possible. 

Leon, It shall be possible : — swear by this 
sword, (2) 

Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant, I will, my lord. (Kisses the sword.) 


(l) The King mnst mean th^ beard of Antigonus. Leonteii lias 
himself told us that t\renty-thrce years ago he was unbreech'd, is 
his green velvet coat, daggev muzzled : nnd of course his age at 
the opening of this play must be under thirty. He cannot, « there- 
fore, mean his own beard. 

(s) It was anciently the custom to swear by the cross on the handle 
of a sword. 

C 6 
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Leon. Mark, and perform it; — seest thou?— for 
the fail 

Of any point in’t, shall not only be 

Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu’d wife. 

Whom, for this time, we pardon. — We enjoin thee. 

As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 

This hateful issue of Polixenes 

To some remote and desert place, qjiite out 

Of our dominions ; and that there thoq leave it. 

Without more mercy, to its own protection, 

And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee. 

On thy soul’s peril, and thy body’s torture. 

That thou commend ( 1 ) it strangely to some place. 
Where chance may nurse, or end it : take it up. 

Ant. I swear to do this : though a present death 
Had been more merciful. — {Tlakes up the Child.) 

Come on, poor babe : 

Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurses ! Wolves and bears, they say, 
Casting their savageness aside, have done 
Like offices of pity, — Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed does require! — and bless- 
ings (2) 

Against this cruelty, light on thy side. 

Poor thing, condemn’d to loss ! (3) 

\^Exit with the Child, r.u. 

Leon. No ; I ’ll not reap 

Another’s issue. {A tmmpet sounds^ l.h.) 

Enter Phocion and Thasius, l.h. 

Pho. Please your highness, posts, 

( l) Commit it to some place, as a stTamgery without more provision. 
So, in Miwheth : * 

“ 1 wish your horses swift ami sure of foot, 

“ And so I do commend you to their barks.” 

To rnvK/Rendis to commit. »See Miusheu's Hid. in v. 

Jsj) The favour of heaven. 

i. o. to exposure, siuiilr.r to that of a child whom its pr.rcTits 
bn\t* lost. 
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From those you sent to the oracle, are come 
.An hour since : Clcomenes and Dion, 

Being well arriv’d from Dclphos, are even now 
Entering the court. 

Leon. This good speed foretells, 

The great Apollo suddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords : 
Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our nv)St disloyal lady ; for, as she hath 
Been publicly accus’d, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. Leave me ; 

And think upon my bidding. 

[Exeunt Leant es r.h. Thasius and Phocion l.h. 

KND OF ACT II. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — ^ Court of Justice — Drums and Tnm^ 
pets sound, l.h. 


Disposition of the Characters^ tvhen Hermione is 
•brought on, 

Leontes, Phocion, Thasius, Cleomenbs, Dion, 
Lords, Officers, ^c, discovered. 


Tivo Pages. 

4 Gents. 4 Ladies 


Six Guards. Canopy. Six Guards, 

Banner. Throne. Banner. 

Chair and Foot^stool. 

Leonles. Two Pages, 

Two Stools, . A T j- 

4 Gents, 4 Ladies.^ 

Jor Scribes. 

Driest. Judge. Driest. Table. Priest. Judge, Priest. 
Papers, Books, ^c. 

Sword of State, 

( lerk. Written Cl^k: 

Eagle. Parchment. ‘Eagle. 

Oiacle. 


Thasius 


Pliochm. 
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Heroy 

Lamia. Dion. 

Paulina. 

Ttvo OJ^vers. Cleomenesu 

Chair^ for 

Hcrmifjne. i-H. 

R.H. 

Leon. This sessions, to our great grief, we pro- 
nounce. 

Even pushes ^gninst our heart ; tiie party tried, 

The daughter of a king ; our w ife ; and one 
Of us too much belov’d. — Let us be clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice ; which shall have due course, 
Even, to the guilt, or the purgation. — 

Produce the prisoner. 

Tha. It is his highness’ pleasure that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. 

Trumpets sound . — HERMroNK is brought in guarded 
by OJilcers ; L.n. Paulina, Lamia, and Hero, 
attending. — The officers bring on the Queen* s chair 
and remain behind it. — All rise and how to the 
Queen 07i her entrance^ and remain till she is seated. 
— The Queen seats herself. 

Leon. Read ihc indictment. 

Pho. {Takes the written Parchment from the table^ 
(Reads.) Ilermione, queen to Leontes^ king oj Sicilia, 
ihou art here accused and arraigned oJ high treason, 
in committing adidtery with Polixenes, king of Bo- 
hemia ; and conspiring with Camillo to take away 
the life oJ our sovereign lord the king, thy royal hus- 
band. {Days it down.) 

Her. Since what I am to say, must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation ; and 
Tbe testimony on my part, no other 
But what comes from myself^ it shall ( 1 ) scarce boot me 

V (l) That ia, my virtue being accounted wickedness, niy aascrtioii of 
pass but for a lifi. Falsehood means both treachery and lie. 



39 


THE winter’s tale. 

To say, Not guilty : mine integrity, 

Being counted falsehood, shall, as 1 express it. 

Be SO receiv’d. But thus, — (Rises.) — If powertf di- 
vine 

Behold our human actions, as they do, 

I doubt not llien, but innocence shall make 

False accusation blush, and tyranny 

Tremble at patience. — You, my lord, best know, 

Who Iftast will*secm to do so, my past life 
Hath been as contment, as chaste, as true. 

As I am now unhappy ; which is more 

Than history can pattern, though devis’d 

And play’d, to lake spectators : for behold me, — 

A fellow of tlie royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne, a great king’s daughter, 

The mother to a hopeful prince, — here standing, 

To prate and talk for life and honour, ’fore 
Who please to come and hear. For life, (1)1 prize it 
As I weigli grief, which 1 would spare : (2) for honour, 
’Tis a derivative from me to mine, (3) 

And only that 1 stand for. 1 appeal 

To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 

Came to your court, how 1 was in your grace, 

How merited to be so ; since he came. 

With what encounter so uncurrent 1 

Have strain’d, (4) to appear thus : if one jot beyond 

The bound of honour ; or, in act, or will, 

That way inclining; harden’d be the hearts 
Of all that hear rnc, and my near’st of kin 
Cry, Fy / upon my grave. {Sits.) 

(l) Life is to nic now only grief, and as surli only is cons Jered l>y 
mr ; 1 would thcrofoi'c willingly dismiss it> 

(a) To spare any thing is to let it go, to quit possession of it. 

(3) This sentiment, whii his probably bonovi ed from 

iii. 11 , cannot be too often impressed on the female mind: “ Tb« 
glory pf a man is from the honour of his father ; and a mother in tlis- 
honour, is a reproach unto her children.'^ 

(4) 1 have swerved or deflected from the strict line of duty. 

To appear thus," is, to appear iu such an assembly at this . to 
be put on my trial. 
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Leon. 1 ne’er heard yet, 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
More impudence to gainsay what they did, 

Than to perhirm it first. 

Her. I'liat’s true enough : 

Though ^tis a saying, sir, not due to me. 

Leon. As you were past all shame, 

"i'hose of your fact are so, so past all Irutli : 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails ; ( I.) 
For as * 

Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself. 

No father owning it.— which is, indeed, 

More criminal in thee, than it, — so thou 
Shalt feel our justice j in whose easiest passage. 
Look for no less than defith. 

Her. Sir, spjire your threats : 

The bug which you would fright me with, I seek. 
To me can life be no commodity : 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour,^ 

I jdo give lost ; for I do feel it gone. 

Hut know not how it went ; my second joy. 

The first-fruits of our marriage, from ids presence 
I am barr’d, like one infectious : my third comfort, 
Starred most unluckily, (2) is from rny breast, 

The innocent milk In its most innocent mouth, 
Haled out to murder : myself on every post 
Proclaim’d a strumpet : with immodest hatred, 
The childbed privilege denied, which ’longs 
To women of all fashion : lastly, hurried 
Here to this place, i’thc open air, before 
I have got strength of limit : (3) now, my liege. 
Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 

That I should fear to die ? Therefore, proceed. 


(0 U is your businesn to deny this charge, ljut the more denial will 
he useless ; will pnwe nothing. 

{q) Burn undi ran in.iii«:picions planet. 

(a) IVlr. M. Mason judiciously coiieciveB of li/nit to ini nn, 

th€> UfniU^t ftegree of strength which it is customary for women to acquire, 
thry are suffered to go nhroan after child-beaiing. 
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— (Rises) — But yet, bear tins, — mistake me not; — 
No !— life ? 

r prize it not a straw ; —but, for mine honour. 

Which I would free, — if 1 shall he condemn’d 
Upon surmises, — all proofs sleeping else 
But what your jealousies awake,—! tell you, 

’Tis rigour, and not law. — (.sits*.)— Your Honours all^ 
I do refer me to the oracle ; 

Apollo be my judge. 

Leon", Bring*forth, 

And ill Apollo’s name, his oracle. 

(Phocion and Thasius kneel, and open the chest,) 
Her, The Emperor of Russia was my father : 

Oh, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter’s trial ! that he did but see 
The ffatness ( I ) of my misery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge 1 

Pho, (Draws the sivord,) You here shall swear 
upon this sword of justice, 

That^you, Cleomencs and Dion, have 

Been both at Delphos ; and from thence have brought 

This scal’d -up oracle, by the hand deliver’d 

Of great Apollons priest ; and that, since then. 

You have not dar’d to break the holy seal. 

Nor read the secrets in’t. 

Cleo, (Cleomenes and Dion, touch the sword,) All 
this we swear. 

Leon. Break up the seals, and read. 

(Phocion lays the sword on the tablej takes the 
Oracle out oj the chesty breaks the seals from 
the ribbands it is bound with^ and reads,) 

Pho, [Reads.] Itermione is chaste, (jit the words 
'' Hermvme is chaste,** all start up overjoyed.) Po~ 
lixenes blameless, Camilla a true subject, Leontes^ babe 
tnily begotten; a?id the king shall live without an 
heir, if that which is lost, be not found. 

Pdul. Now blessed be the great Apollo ! 


(l) That is, how low, how Jlut I am laid by my calamity. 
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Her. PraisM ! 

Leon. Hast thou read truth ? 

Pho. Ay, my lord ; even so 
As it is here set down* 

Leon. The session shall proceed ; * (^/l si#)— this 
is mere falsi mod. 

Enter Emilia, l.h. 

Emil. My lord the king, the king !— 

Leon. Wliat is the business ? 

Emil. O sir, I shall be hated to report it : 

The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen’s speed, (1) is dead. 

Leon. How ! dead ? ( The king and all rise. ) 

Her, (Fainting.) Oh, oh, oh ! — my son ! — 

Leon. How now there? 

(Emilia luns over to the queen.) 
Paul. This news is mortal to the queen: — look 
down, (The king leaves the throne.) 

And see what death is doing. 

Leon. Take her hence;* 

Her heart is but overcharg’d; she will recover. — 

[^Hermione is borne off by Paulina, Emilia, 
Lamia, and Hero, followed by officers, l.h. 
Officers remove the chair. 

The heaven., themselves do strike at my injustice. 

1 have too much believ’d mine own suspicion: — 

’Beseech you, tenderly apply to her 

Some remedies for life., — Break up the court. 

(Drums and Trumpets sound. — Scene closes.) 

SCENE II. — (The King^s Closet.) 

Ek^ Leontes, Phocion, and Thasius, l.h. 

li^n. Apollo, pardon 


Of the event of the qucen*t) trial : so we still say, lie tped well 
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My great profaneness ’gainst thine oracle ! — 

I’ll reconcile me to Polixenes ; 

New- woo my queen ; recall the good Camillo ; 

Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy ; 

For, being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, 1 chose 
Cauiillo for the minister, to poison 
My friend Polixenes ; 

He, most humane. 

And fill’d with-honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp’d my practice ; quit his fortunes here, 

Wliich you knew great ; and to the certain hazard 
Of all uncertainties liimself commended. 

No richer than his lionour : — how he glisters 
Through my dark rust ! and how his piety 
Does niy deeds make the blacker ! 

(Paulina, without f a.H.) 

Paul. Woe the while ! 

Leon. What fit is this, good lady ? 

Enter Paulina, r.h. 

Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me ? 
What wheels ? racks ? fires? — 

What old, or newer torture 
Must I receive ? whose every word deserves 
To taste of thy most worst ? Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealousies, — 

O, thiYik, what they have done. 

And then run mad, indeed ; stark mad ! for ail 
Thy by- gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

When I liave said, cry, woe ! — ^'Fhe queen, the queen. 
The sweetest, dearest creature’s dead ; and vengeance 
for’t 

Not dropp’d down yet. 

Z>eon. The higher powers forbid ! 

Pqul. I say, she’s dead; IMl swear’t : if word, not 
oath 

Prevail not, go and see : if you can bring 
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Tincture^ or lustre, in her lip, her eye, 

Heat outwardly, or breath within, 1*11 serve you 
As I would do the gods. — But, O thou tyrant ! 

Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousaud years together, naked, fasting, 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way, thou wert. 

Leon. Go on, go on ; 

Thou canst not speak too much ; 1 have deserv’d 
All tongues to talk their bitterest. 

{Crosses to Thasius.) 

Pho. Say no more ; 

Howe’er the business goes, you have made fault 
I’the boldness of your speech. 

Pa&L I am sorry for’t ; 

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them, 

I do repent. — Alas ! 1 have show’d too much 
The rashness of a woman : he is touched 
To the noble heart. — What’s gone, and what’s past 
help. 

Should be past grief : do not receive affliction 

{Crosses to Leontes,] 
At my petition, I beseech you ; rather, 

Let me be punish’d, that have minded you 
Of what you should forget. Now, good my liege, — 
Sir, royal sir, — forgive a foolish woman : , 

The love I bore your queen — Lo, fool ! again ? 
ril speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 

I’ll not remember you of my own lord, 

Who is lost too : take your patience to you, 

And I’ll say nothing. 

Leon. Thou didst speak but well. 

When most the truth; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. — ’Pr’ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen, and son : 

C^e grave shall be for both : upon them shall 
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The causes of their death appear, unto 

Qur shame perpetual : once a day I’ll visit 

The chapel where they lie ; and tears, shed there, 

Shall be my recreation : so long as 
Nature will bear up with this exercise, 

So long I daily vow to use it. Come, 

And lead me to these sorrows. [Exeunt ^ b.h. 

SCENE \\\.— Bohemia. — A desert Country near 
the Sea. 

Enter K^TiGOSVSyWith theChild^iand a Mariner^ l.h. 

Ant. Thou art perfect then, (1) — our ship hath 
touched upon 
The deserts of Bohemia ? 

Mar. Ay, my lord ; and fear, 

We have landed in ill time : the skies look grimly, 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience. 
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon us. 

A?it. Their sacred wills be done I — Go, get aboard ; 
Look to thy bark ; I’ll not be long, before, 

I call upon thee. 

A/flr. Make your best haste ; and go not 
Too far i’the land : *tis like to be loud weather : 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that keep upon’t. 

Ant. Go thou away : 

T!1 follow instantly. 

Mar I am glad at heart. 

To be so rid o’the business. [Exit l.h. 

AfU. Come, poor babe ; — 

I’ve heard, but not believ’d, the spirits of the dead 
May walk again ; if such thing be, thy mother 


(i) Perfect i« often used by Shakspeare for certain, well^assured, or 
well in formed. 
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Appear’d to me last night ; for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature. 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another ; — 

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, 

So fill’d, and so becoming; — in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow’d before me ; 

And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : Good ^ntigonus. 

Since fate, against thy better disposition^ 

Hath made th y person for the thrower^out 
Of my poor babe^ according to thine oathy — 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep^ and leave it crying; and, for the babe 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

1 pr'ythee, calVt : for this ungentle business. 

Put on thee by my lardy thou ne^er shall see 
Thy wife Paulina more : — and so, with shrieks, 

She melted into air. — 

Dreams are toys ; 

Yet, for this once, yea, supcr>titiou.^ly, 

I will be squar’d by this. I do believe, 

Hermione hath suffer’d death ; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of king Polixenes, it should here be laid. 

Either for life, or death, upon the earth 
Of its right father. — Blossom, speed thee well ! 

There lie ; — 

{Laying down the child, opens the mantle,) 
And there thy character ; — (1) 

{Lays down a paper,) 
There these ; — {Lays down a casket}} 

Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty. 
And still rest tlune. — 

{Rain and wind--^iahcs up the manf/e,) 


(l) Thy dcMription ; i. e. the wriliiig after vnrds disco vered w.tb 
rerdilu. 
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The storm begins ; — poor wretch, 

That, tor thy mother’s fault, art thus expos'd 
To loss, and what may follow \ — Fare thee well. 

Sweet ! — My heart bleeds : and most accurs’d am I, 

To be by oath enjoined to this, — Farewell ! — 

( Thunder.) 

The day frowns more and more ; — thou’rt like to have 
A lullaby too rough ( 1) — I never saw 
The heavens so dim by day. — 

• {Noise of hunters^ r . h . u . e .) 

A sav-age clamour ? (2) 

* {A Bear seen at a distance^ r . h . v . e .) 

‘ This is the chase. — Well may I '^et aboard ! — ^ 

[Exit^ the Bear followings towards the Ship . — 
Rain. — fFind. — Thunder. — Hunters shout 
again. 

Enter a Shepherd, r.h.u.b* 

Shej}. I would, there were no age between ten 
and three-and-twenty ; or that youth, would sleep 
out the rest; for there is nothing in the between, 
but getting wenches with child, wronging the an- 
cientry, stealing, fighting, — {Horns sounds r.h.u.e.)— 
Hark you now ! — Would any but these boil'd brains 
of nineteen, and two- and- twenty, hunt this weather ? 
— They have scared away two of my best sheep ; 
which, I fear, the wolf will sooner find, than the 
master : if any where I have them, 'tis by the sea- 
side, browzing of ivy. — Good luck, an't be thy will ! 
what have we here ? — {^Just opens the head of the 
mantle.) — Mcrey on's, a barne, a very pretty barne ! A 
‘ boy, or a child, (3) I wonder ? A pretty one, a very 

(1 ) in mrastus and Faiinw : “ Shall lliy tender mouth, instead 
of Rwcet kisses, be iiijipul with bilUr stormes^ Shalt thou have the 
whUling winds for lliy lullaby, and the salt Bca-fomc, instead of sweet 
ini Ike f ’ 

( j) This clamour was the cry of the dogs and hunters : then'secing 
the licar, he i rirs, this is the chace, or, the anirnal pursued. 

• I am told, that in h'lme of our i i land counties, a female in- 
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pretty one. Sure, some scape ; though I am not 
bookish, yet I can read waiting- gentlewoman in the 
scape. This has been some stair- work, some behind 
door -work: they were warmer tliat got this, than the 
poor thing is here. Til take it up for pity : yet I’ll 
tarry till my son come ; he holla’d but even now. — 
Whoa, ho-hoa ! — 

Clown. {Without t i.\u) Hilloa, loa ! — 

Shep. What, art so near ? If thou’lt see a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and buried, come hither. 

* 

Enter Shepherd, running and frightened^ l h. 
What ail’st thou, man ? 

Clown. I have seen two such sights, by sea, and by 
land ; — but I am not to say, it is a sea ; for it is now 
tlic sky; betwixt the firmainent and it, you cannot 
thrust a bodkin’s point. 

She}}. Why, boy, how is it 1 

Clown. I would, you did but see how it chafes, 
how it rages, how it takes up tlic shore ! but that’s 
not to the point : O, the most ])iteous cry of the poor 
souls ! sometimes to see ’em, and not to see ’em : now 
the ship boring the moon with her mainmast ; and 
anon swallowed with yest and froth, as you'd thrust 
a cork into a hogshead. And then for the land ser- 
vice — ^To see how the bear lore out his shoulder- 
bone; how he cried to me for help, and said, his name 
was Antigonus, a nobleman :-^but to make an end of 
the ship, — to see how the sea flap-dragon’d it : (1) — 
but, first, how the poor souls roared, and the sea mocked 
them ; — and how the poor old gentleman roared, and 
the bear moc k’d him ,■ — both roaring louder than the 
sea or weather. 

Shep. ’Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Jantf in contradistinction to a male one, is still termed, among the 
peasantry, — a child. 

(i) Swallowed it, as our ancient topers swallowed Jlap-dragons. So 
in iMbauT s Lost : “ Thou art easier swallowed than a ftap- 
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Clown. Nbw, HOW ; I have not winked since I saw 
these sig'hts : the men are not yet cold under water, 
nor the bear half dined on the gentleman ; lie’s at it 
now. 

She'p. ’Would I had been by, to have helped the old 
man ! — But look thee here, boy : now bless thyself : 
thou niet’st with things dyi^, I with things new-born. 
Here’s a sight for thee; — {Takes the child and mantle 
froin the ground.) look thee, a bearing-cloth for a 
’squire’s child t Look thee here: take up, take up, 
boy : — {Clown unfolds the mantle^ as the shepherd 
holds the child to him in his arms.) open’t : so, let’s 
see : — it was told me, I should be rich, by the fairies : 
— {The Clown takes the casket^ and shakes it.) This 
is some changeling. (1).— Open’t: what’s within, 
boy? 

Clotvn. {Opening the casket y) You’re a made old 
man : if the sins of your youth are forgiven you, you’re 
well to live. Gold ! all gold ! 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy ; and ’twill prove so. 
Up with it, keep it close : home, home, the next 
way. (2) We are lucky, boy ; and to be so still, re- 
quires nothing but secfecy. — Let my sheep go : — 
come, good boy, the next way home. 

Clown. {Lays the casket again on the child^ and 
folds up the mantle,) Go you the next way with your 
findings; I’ll go see if the bear be gone from the gen- 
tleman. — They are never curst, but when they are 
hungry ; (3) — ^if there be any of him left, I’ll bury it. 

Shep. That’s a good deed : if thou may’st discern 
by that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to 
the sight of him. 


(l) i. e. some child left behind by the fairies, in the room of one 
which they had stolen. 

So, in A Midsummer Nights Dream : 

A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king j 
• “ She never had so sweet a changeling." 

! 3 ) i. e. the nearest way. 

3) CuTsty signifies mischievous. Thus the adage : Curst cows have 
hhort horns.'* 


D 
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Clown Marry, will I. 

Shep- Tis a lucky day, boy ; and we’ll do good 
deeds on’t, 

[^Exeimt Shepherd, l.h. — Clown, r.ei. 

END OF ACT III. . 


ACT IV. 

SCENE 1 . — Bohemia, 

A Room in the Palace of Polixenes . 

Enter Polixenes, Camillo, and Antigonus, l.h. 

Pol, I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more impor- 
tunate : ’tis a death to grant this. 

Cam, It is sixteen years since I saw my country : 
Besides, the penitent king, my master, hath sent for 
me : to whose feeling sorrows 1 might be some allay ; 
which is another spur to my departure. 

Pol, Of that fatal country Sicilia, ’pr'y’thee, speak 
no more. — .aiay to me, when sawest thou the Prince 
Florizel, my son ? I have eyes under my service, which 
look upon his removedness ; from whom I have this 
intelligence ; that he is seldom from the house of a 
most homely shepherd ; a man, they say, that, from 
very nothing, is grown into an unspeakable estate. 

Cam, I have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath 
a daughter of most rare note: the report of her is 
extended more, than can be thought to begin from 
such a cottage. 

Pof# That’s likewise part of my intelligence. Thou 
l^phalt al?&mpany us to the place : where we will^** not 
Vappearing what we are, have some question (1) with 


(l) Some talk. 
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the shepherd ; from whose simplicity, I think it not 
uneasy to get the cause of my son’s resort tliither, 
’Pr’ythee, be my present partner in tliis business^ and 
lay aside the thoughts of Sieilia. 

Cam. I obey your commands. 

Pol. My best Camillo ! — We must disguise our- 
selres. \Exeuntj r.h. 

. SCENE II. — The open Country. 

B,nier Autolycus, (1 ) singing. 

When daffodils begin to peer ^ — 

With^ hey ! the doxy over the dale, 

TVhy^ then comes in the sweet o' the year ; 

For the red blood reigns in the winter\H pale. 

I have served Prince Florizel, and. in my time, wore 
three-pile ; (2) but now I am out of service. 


{Sings ^ — TheixhHc sheet, bleaching on the hedge ^ — 
Withy hey ! the sweet birds ^ O, how they sing / — 
Doth set my pugging tooth on edge ; 

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 

The larky that tirra-lirra chants y — 

Withy hey ! withy hey ! the thrush and the jay y — 
^re summer songs far me and my auntSy ( 4 ) 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 


(l) Autohjeus was t lie son of Mercury, and as famous fur all the 
arts of fraud and thievery as his father : 

“ Non Juit Avfolyci ta7n piceata vmnus. 

Sec also, Homer's Odyssey^ Book XIX. 

(i>) Rich velvet. 

Oi) Dr. Thirlby observes, that it is the cant of ffypsies. 

The word jmgging is used by Greene in obe of bis pieces ; and a 
puggartT'WBB a caut name for some particular kind of thief. So, in The 
Roaring Girly l6ll : 

“ Of cheaters, lifters, nips, foists, piiggardsy curbers.” 

1 See to prigge in Minsbeu. 

( 4 ) Aunt appears to have been at this time a cant word for a bawd. 
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My traffic is sheets ;(1) when the kite builds, look to 
lesser linen, My^ father named me, Autolycus ; who, 
being, as I am, littered under Mercury, was likewise 
a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles. With die, and 
drab, 1 purchased this caparison ; (2) and my revenue 
is the silly cheat. (3) — A prize ! a prize ! {Retires.) 


Enter Clown, r.h. 

Cionm.ljet me seei^Evcry Meven wether— tods; (4) 
every tod yields — pound and odd shilling: fifteen 
hundred shorn. — What comes the wool to? 

^ut. If the springe hold, the cock’s mine. 

{Advances and lies down.) 

Clown. I cannot do’t without counters. (5) — {Takes 
out a Paper and reads.) — Let me see : what am I to 
buy for our sheep- shearing feast ? Three pound of 
sugar ; five pound of rice : — wha!t will this sister of 
mine do with rice ? But my father hath made her mis- 
tress of the feast, and she lays it on. — Mace ; — dates^ 
—none ; that’s out of my note : — nutmegs^ seven ; 
four pound of prunes, and as many of raisins o*the 
sun. 

Aut. {G'*'ocelling on the ground r.h.) O, that ever 
I was born ! 

Clown, rthe name of me, — 

Aut. O, help me, help me ! pluck but off these 
rags ; and then, — 




i^atolycuB means, tliat his practice was to steal sheets ami 
e pieces of linen, leaving the smaller pieces for the kites to builil 
if.' 

i. e. with gaming and whoring, I brought myself to this shabby 


( 3 ) The silly cheat is one of the technical terms belonging to the 
~ joneycatching or thievery^ which Greene has mentioned among 
it, in his treatise on that ancient and honourable science. 1 
npieans picking pockets, 
tod is twenty-eight pounds of wool, 
the help of small circular pieces of base metal, all reckoiw 
nciently adjusted among the illiterate and vulgar. 
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Clown. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of move 
rags to lay on thee, rather than have these off. 

AuU 1 am robbed, sir, and beaten : my money aftd 
apparel ta’en from me, and these detestable things put 
upon me. 

Clown, What, by a horseman, or a footman ? 

^ut. A footman, sweet sir, a footman. 

Clown. Indeed, he should be a footman, by the 
garments he has left with thee ; if this be a horseman's 
coat, it hatl^ seen very hot serviec. Lend me thy 
hand. I’ll help thee : come, lend me thy hand. — 

(Helping him up,) 

Aut, O, good sir, softly, good sir; I fear, sir, my 
shoulder->blade is out. 

• Clown. How now ? Canst stand ? (Helping him.) 

Aut. Softly, dear sir : — ( Picks the Clown's pocket.) 
— good sir, softly. — You ha’ done me a churitablt^ 
office. 

Clown. Dost lack any money ? I have a little mo- 
ney for thee. 

Aut. No, good sweet sir ; no, 1 beseech you, sir 5 
1 have a kinsman not past three quarters of a mile 
hence, unto whom I was going ; I shall there have 
money, or any thing I want : oiler me no money, I 
pray you ; that kills my heart. 

Clown. What manner of fellow was he that robbcfl 
you? 

Aut. A Allow, sir, that I have known to go about 
with trol- my- dames ; (1) 1 knew him once a servant 
of the prince ; I cannot tell, good sir, for which of his 
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipped out ol 
the court. 

Clown. His vices, you would say ; there’s no vir- 
tue whipped out of the court. 

Aut. Vices I would say, sir, I know this man 


(1^ In Dr. Jones’s old treatise on Buckstonc Bathes^ lie says : “ The 
ladyes, gentle woomen, wyves, maydes, if the weather be not agrec- 
,able, may have in the ende of a benche, eleven holes made, ihtoo the 
which to troule pumniits, either wyolent or softe, after their own 
discretion : the pastynie traule in madcime !s termed.” 

D S 
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well : he hath been since an ape-bearer ; then a pro- 
cess-server, a bailiff; then he compassed amotion of 
the prodigal son, and married a tinker’s wife within 
a mile where my land and living lies ; and, having 
flown over many knavish professions, he settled only 
in rogue : some call him, Autolycus. 

Ctoien. Out upon him! Prig, (1) for my life, prig: 
— he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings ? 

Ant. Very true, sir ; he, sir, he ; that’s the rogue, 
that put me into this apparel. 

Clown. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Botiemia ; 
if you had but looked big, and spit at him, he’d have 
run. 

Aut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no lighter ; 
I am false of heart that way ; and that he knew, I warv 
rant him. 

Clown TIow do you now > 

Aut. Sweet sir, much better than I was ; I can 
stand, and walk : I will even take my leave of you, 
and pace softly towards my kinsman’s. ((*rosses R.u.) 

Clown. Shall 1 bring thee on the way ? 

Aut, No, good-faced sir ; no, sweet sir, 

Clown. Then fare thee well ; I must go buy spices 
for our sheep-shearing. [Esity l.h. 

Ant. Prosper you, sweet sir ! — Your purse is not 
hot enough to purchase your spice. I’ll be with you 
at your sheep-shearing too : If I make not this cheat 
bring out anuchcr, and the shearers prove sheep, let 
nie be unrolled, (2) and niy name put in the book of 
virtue I 


Jog on^ joq on, the foot-path way. 

And merrily hent (3) the stile-a : 

A men y heart goes all the day, 

Your sad tires in a mile a. lExit, r.h. 

h) To pjisr IS to flch, 

(q) Bcgpfinsf ^ypbics, in tlietimeof our author, were in gangs and 
CMpanics, that bad something of the show of an incorporated body. 
From tins noble society he wishes he may be unrolled, if he does not 

^ rfidie hold of the stHe. 
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SCENE III.— Lawn before a Skepherd^s Cottage. 

Florizel r«h. and Perdita l.h. discovered in an 
Arbour. 

Flo. These your unusual weeds to each part of you 
Do give a life: no shepherdess ; but Flora, 

Peering in April’s front. This your sheep-shearing 
Is as a nieetijig of the petty gods, 

And you the queen on’U 
Per. Sir, my gracious lord. 

To chide at your extremes, C 1 ) it not becomes me ; 

O, pardon, that I name them : your high self. 

The gracious mark o’the land, (2) you have obscur’d 
With a swain’s wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid, 
Most goddess-like prank’d up. (3) 

Flo. I bless the time. 

When my good falcon made her flight across 
Thy father’s ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you cause ! 

Even now I tremble 

To think, your father, by some accident. 

Should pass this way, as you did. 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 

With these forc’d thoughts, (4) I pr’ythee, darken not 
The mirth o’the feast : or I’ll be thine^ my fair. 

Or not my father’s : 

To this I am most constant ; 

Though destiny say, no. 

(Tabor and pipe heard without j r.h.u.e.) 
Your guests are comings 


(1) By his extremes j Perdita does not mean his extravagant praisesy 
as Johnson supposes; bnt the extravagance of kis conducly in obscur- 
ing himself in a swain's wearing,’'^ while he ** pranked her up 
most goddess-like." The following words, O pardon that I name tlienu 
prove this to be her meaning. 

( 2 ) The ohject of all men's notice and expectation. 

( 3 ) To prank is to dress with ostentation. 

( 4 ) That is, thoughts far-fetched, and not arising from the present 
objects. 

D 4 
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Lift up your countenance ; as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, whicti 
We two have sworn shall come. 

jPer, O lady fortune. 

Stand you auspicious ! 

J'/o. See, your guests approach : 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly. 

And let’s be red with mirth. {Tabor and pipe again.) 

Enter Dorcas, Clown, Mopsa, Country Luffe and 
Lassesy followed by the Shepherd, who advances 
with PoLixENEs and Camillo, both disguised. 


Cottage. 

Men. 

Women. 

Dorcas. 

Clown. 

Mopsa. 

R.H. 


Arbour. 

Shepherds. 

Morrice- dancers. Shep h er desses. 

Maypole. 

Florizel. Perditia. 

Shepherd. 1 ^ 
Polixenes. > g 
Camilh. J ? 

L.H. 


Shep. Fy, daughter ! when my old wife liv’d, upon 
This day she w^as both pantler, butler, cook ; 

Both dame and servant ; welcom’d all \ serv’d all : 
You are retir’d^ 

As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting : ’pray you, bid 
These unknown friends to us welcome ; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 

Come, quench your blushes; and present yourself 
That which you are, mistress o’thc feast : come on, 

, And bid us welcome to your sheep- shearing, 

As your good flock shall prosper. 

Per. Welcome, sirs ! — 

It is my father’s will, I should take on me , 
SMU^Jhostesship o’the day you’re welcome, sirs. 

{Petdita sings a Song.) 
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Cam. Go 9 d sooth, she is the queen of curds and 
cream. 

• Per. Give me those flowers there, Dorcas. — (Takes 
the basket and crosses between Polixenes and 
Camillo.) — Reverend sirs, 

For you, there's rosemary and rue ; 

G,race and remembrance be to you both. 

And welcome to our shearing! 

Pol. Shepherdess, — 

A fair -one ar^you, — well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas ! 

You'd be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through.— Now, my 
fairest friend, — (To FlorizeL) 

1 would I had some flowers o'the spring, that might 
Become your time of day ;* and yours ; — (To the lads.) . 
and yours, — (To the lasses.) 

(Gives Dorcas the basket.) 
That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
Your ihaideii honours growing 5 — 

Daffodils, 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 

Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primroses 
That die, unmarried, ert they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength ; 

Bold oxlips, and 

The crown-imperial ! — O, these I lack. 

To make you garlands of ; and my sweet friend,— 

To strow him o’er and o’er. 

Flo. What ? like a corse ? 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on ; 
Not*4ike a corse : or if, — not to be buried. 

But quick, and in mine arms, 

D 5 
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{FUymelunA Perdita retire to the Arbour. — Dor- 
cas and Mopsa go to the Clown.) 

Pol. This is the prettiest low-born lass, that ever 
Ran on the green-sward : nothing she does, or seems, 
But smacks of something greater than herself ; 

Too noble for this place. 

{Camillo, at l.h. of Polixenes. — Shepherd stands 
at R.H. of Polixenes — Polixenes^ Camilh, 
and the Shepherd talk together. — Mopsa^ 
Clown, and Dorcas advance.) • 

Clown. Come on, strike up. 

Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress : marry^ garlic. 
To mend her kissing with I 

Mop. Now, in good lime ! 

Clown. Is there no manners left among maids ? Is 
there not milking- time, when you are going to- bed, 
or kiln- hole, to whistle off these secrets ; but you 
must be tittle-tattling before all our guests ?— ’Tis 
well they are whispering. — Not a word, a word ; we 
stand upon our manners. — Come, strike up. — 

(Mopsa, Clown, and Dorcas are r.h, during 
dance. — Camillo, Polixenes, and Shej}h€rds 
L.H. — A Dance of Shepherds and Shephe? desses. 
Having finished their morrice-dance, lads and 
lasses retire r.h. so as 7iot to conceal Florizel 
and Perdita, who are in the arbour. — Mopsa, 
Cl(r.yjn, and Dorcas, dance after morrice- 
dancers, r.h.^ While the nwrrice-dance is per- 
forming, the other $hepkei*ds and shepherdesses 
dance in a ring round a maypole.) 

Pol. Tray, good shepherd, what 
Fair swain is this, now talking with your daughter ? 

Shep. They call him Doricles ! and he boasts him- 
self 

To have a worthy feeding t (1) 

He, says, he loves my daughter ; 

^l^nd, to be plain, 

(l) 1 conceive feeding to be a pasture, and a worthy feeding to be a 
of pasture not inconsiderable, not unworthy of my daiijfhter's 
■woe. 
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I think, there is not half a kiss to choose, 

Who loves another best. — 

. If young Doricles 

Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Neat-herd^ r.h. — Mopsa^ Clown, and Dorcas, 
follmced by lads and lasses, advance, r.h. 

N.-herd. D master, if you did but hear the pedlar 
at the door, you would never dance again after a tabor 
and pipe : he sings songs, faster than you’ll tell mo- 
ney; he utters them, as he had eaten ballads, all 
mens’ ears grew to his tunes. 

Clown. He could never come better ; he shall come 
in. 

h\’-herd. He hath songs, for man, or woman, of all 
sizes : ribands of all the colours i’the rainbow ; inkles, 
caddisses, (1) cambrics, lawns: why, he sings them 
over, as they were gods or goddesses. 

Clown. Tr’y thee, bring him in ; and let him approach 
singing. [Exit Neat-herd r.h. 

I love a ballad but even too well ; if it be doleful 
matter, merrily set down ; or a very pleasant thing in- 
deed, and sung lamentably. 

Enter Autolycus, as a Pedlar, singing, with the 
Neat-herd, r.h. 

Will you buy any tape. 

Or lace for your cape. 

My dainty duck, my dear- a ? 

Any silk, any thread. 

Any toys for your head. 

Of the newest, and finest, finest wear- a f 
Come to the Pedlar, 

Money* s a medler, 

That doth utter (2) all mens" ware-a. 

(l) Caddis is, 1 believe, a narrow worsted galloon. 1 remembei 
when very young to have heard it enumerated by a pedlar among th< 
ar^«« of his pack. 

To bring out— -produce. 

D 6 
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Mop. Come, you promised me a tawdry lace, (1) 
and a pair of sweet gloves. (2) 

Dor. He hath promised y6u more than that, or there 
be liars. 

Mop. He -hath paid you all he promised you : may 
be, he has paid you more. — Come, come. 

Clown. Have I not told thee, how I was cozened by 
the way, and lost all my money? 

Aut. And indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad ; 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clown. What hast here ? ballads ? 

Mop. ’Pray now, buy some; I love a ballad in 
print a'-life ; for then we are sure they arc true. 

Aut. Here’s one, to a very doleful tune, How a 
usurer's wife was brought to bed of twenty money-bags 
at a burden ; and how she longed to eat adders’ heads, 
and toads carbonadoed. 

^ Mop. Is it true, think you ? 

Aut. Very true; and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer ! 

Aut. Here’s the midwife’s name to’t, one mistress 


(l) Tawdry-lace is thus described in Skinner, by his friend Dr. 
Henshawe : Tawdric lace, astrigmeiita, timbriae, sen fasciola*, emta* 
Nundinis Sa. Etlieldreda* eelebratis : Utrect^ inonet Doc. Thomast 
Henshawe.” Etymol. in voce. We find it in Spenser’s Pastorals, 
April! : 

“ And gir^ In your wast, , 

For mure finenesse, with a towdrie lace.'' 

(a) Sweet, or pcrfnmed gloves, are frequently mentioned by Shak- 
speare, and were very fashionable in the age of Elizabeth, and long 
afterwards. Thus Autolycus, in the song just preceeding this pas • 
sage, offers to sale : 

** Gloves as sweet as damask roses." 

Stowe’s Continuator, Edmond HotVes, informs us, that the English 
could not “ make any costly wash or perfume, until about the four- 
teenth or fifteenth qf the queen [Elizabeth,] the right honourable 
Edward Vere eric of Oxford, came from Italy, and brought with him 
gloves, sweet bagges, a perfumed leather jerkin, and other pleasant 
thinges : and that yeare the queene had a payre of perfumed glwes 
trimmed on lie with , foure tuftes, or roses of cullered silke. The 
queene took such plewnre in those gloves, that shee was pictured with 
' those gloves upon her handa ; and for many yeers after it was called 
: the erle of Oafwdes perfume'^ Stowe’s Annalsy by Howes, edit. l6l4. 
I p. ads, col. 2. 
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Taleporter; and five or six honest wives* that were 
present : why, should 1 carry lies abroad ? 

. Mop. *Pray you now, buy it. 

CU)wn, Come on, lay it by : and let’s first see 
more ballads ; we’ll buy the other things anon. 

^ut. Here’s another ballad. Of a fish that* appeared 
upon the coast, on Wednesday the fourscore of April, 
forty thousand fathom above water, and sung this bal- 
lad against the hard hearts of maids : it was thought, 
she was a woman, and was turned into a cold fish, for 
she would not exchange fiesh with one that loved her. 

Dor. Is it true, think you ? 

^ Aut. Five justices’ hands at it ; and witnesses, more 
than my pack will hold. 

Clmvn, Lay it by too : another, — 

AuU This is a merry ballad ; but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one ; and goes 
to the tune of. Two maids wooing a man. 

Dor. We can sing it ; if thou’lt bear a part. 

Mop. We had the tune on’t a month agp. 

Aut. Have at it with you. 

SONG. — Autolycus, Mopsa, and Dorcas. 

A. Get you hence^ for I must go; 

Where, it Jits not you to know. 

D. Whither ? M . O, whither ? D. Whither ? 

M. It becomes thy oath full welly 
Thou to me thy secrets tell, 

D. Me too, let me go thither. 

M. Or thou go^st to the grange, or mill; — 

D. If to either^ thou dost ilL 

A. Neither. D. What, neither? A. Neither. 

D. Thou hast sworn my love to be ; — 

M. Thou hast sworn it more to me; 

Then, whither go'st ? say, whither f 

CUvon. We’ll have this song out anon by ourselves : 
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-My father and the gentlemen are in sad(]) talk, 
and we*ii not trouble them : — come, bring away thy 
— (Crosses to r.h.)— pack after me. Wenches, I’ll buy 
for you both. Pedlar, let's have the first choice. — 
Follow me, girls. 

Jut, And you shall pay well for’em. 

(Tabor and Pipe again, — Jutolycus sings.) 
Will you buy any tape^ 

Or lace for your cape. 

My dainty duck, my dear-c ? &c. &c. 
[Exeunt Autolycus, Clown, Dorcas, Mopsa, Neat- 
herd, Lads and Lasses, r.h. — Floriz^i and Per- 
dita advance. — Polixenes and Camillo rise. 

Pol. O, father, you’ll know more of that hereafter.-^ 
How now, fair shepherd ? 

Sooth, when I was young, 

I was wont 

To load my she with knacks : I would have ransack’d 
The pedlar’s silken treasury, and have pour’d it 
To her acceptance •, you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. 

Flo. She prizes not such trifles as these are : 

O, hear me breathe my life 

Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometimes lov’d : I take thy hand ; this hand, 

As soft as dove’s down, and as white as it ; 

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow 
That’s bolted (2) by the northern blasts twice o’er. 

Cam. How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand, was fair before 1 
Pol. You have put him out ; 

But, to your protestation : let me hear 
What you profess- 
Flo. Do, and be witness to’t. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo, And he, and more 

Than he; and men ; the earth, 4he heavens, and jsill : 
Tiy|t, — were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 

Llerioiw. . 

sieve used by millers to separate flcHir from bim. is < 
ntmg cloth, ^ \ 
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Thereof most worthy ; were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve ; had force, and knowledge^ 
*More than was ever man’s, — I would not prize them. 
Without her love ; for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her service. 
Or to their own perdition. 

^ Shep. But, my daughter, 

Say you the like to him ? 

Per, I cannot speak 

So well, notUng so well ; no, nor mean better ; 

By the pattern of my own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain ; — 

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness to’t : 

I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo, O, that must be 

I’the virtue of your daughter : one being dead, 

1 shall have more than you can dream of yet ; 

Enough then for your wonder. 

Sh^, Come, your hand ; 

{Shepherd crosses behind^ between Florizel and 
Perdita.) 

And, daughter, yours. 

Pol, Soft, swain, a while, ’beseech you:— 

Have you a father ? 

Flo, I have : but what of him ? 

Pol, Knows he of this ? 

Flo, He neither does, nor shall. 

Pol. Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his* son, a guest 
That best becomes the table : 

Reason, my son 

Should choose himself a wife; but, as good reason. 
The father, all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity, should hold some counsel 
In swell a business. 

Flo. I yield ail this : 

But, for some other reasons, my grave sir, 

V^iicn ’tis not fit you know, 1 not acquaint 
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My father of this business. 

PoL Let him know’t. 

Plo, He shall not. 

PoL 'Pr’ythee, let him. 

Flo. No, he must not. 

Shep. Let him, my son ; he shall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he must not: — 

Our contract mark. {Takes Pei'dita^s haud>) 

PoL Mark your divorce, young sir, ‘ 

( Discovei'ing himself.) 

Whom son I dare not call. 

Thou a sceptre^s heir. 

That thus afFect’st a sheep-hook ! — ^Thou old traitor, 

1 am sorry that, by hanging thcc, I can but • 
Shorten thy life one week. 

Shep. Undone, undone ! — I cannot speak, nor think ; 
Nor dare to know that which I know. 

into the Cottage, l.h.u.k. 
PoL And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, — ^who, of force, must know 

The royal fool thou cop’st with, 

Per, O, my heart ! , • 

PoL I’ll have thy beauty scratch’d with briars, and 
made 

More homely than thy state. — For thee, fond boy, — 
If 1 may ev;.r know, thou dost but sigh 
That thou no more shalt see this knack, as never 
I mean thou shalt, we’ll bar thee from succession ; 
Nor hold thee of our blood : mark thou my words 
Follow us to the court. — {Crosses to r.h.) 

Camillo, come.— 

[Cdmillo throws off his disguise, r.h.) 
And you, enchantment,— 

If ever, ]iencef(5rth, thou 

These rural latches to his entrance open, 

I will devise a death as cruel for thee, 

Asthou art tender to it* Follow, sir.— 

[Esit R.H 

Eye^ here undone I — 
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1 was not much afear’d ; for once or twice 
I was about to speak, and tell him plainly^ 

^'he sdfsame sun that shines upon his court, 

Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on all alike. — Will’t please you, sir, be gone ? 
I told you, what would come of this : ^beseech you. 
Of your own state take care : this dream of mine, — 
Being now awake, I’ll queen it no inch further, 

But milk my ewes, and weep. 

Flo, Why k>ok you so upon me ? 

I am but sorry, not afeard; delay’d, 

But nothing alter’d : what 1 was, I am : 

Lift up thy looks : — 

From my succession wipe me, father ! I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Be advis’d, — 

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy : if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reason ; 

If not, my senses, belter pleas’d with madness. 

Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is desperate, sir. 

Flo. So call it ; but it does fulfil my vow : 

Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d, — for all the sun sees, or 
The close earth wombs, or the profound seas hide 
In unknown fathoms, — will I break my oath 
To this my fair belov’d : therefore, I pray you. 

As you’ve ever been riiy father’s^ honour’d friend, 
When he shall miss me, — as, in faith, I mean not 
To see him any more, — cast your good counsels 
Upon his passion : 

I am put to sea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on shore ; 

And, to our need most opportune, I have 
A vessel rides fast by. 

Hark, Perdita,— 

Cagi. My lord, — 

Flo. I’ll hear you by and hy. {Retires with Perdita,) 
Cam. He’s irremovable 
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Resolv’d for flight : now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to serve my turn ; 

Save him from danger, do him love and honotir; 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia, 

And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see ; — it shall be so. — 

Sir, — (Floiizel and Perdita advance,) 

Flo. Now, good Camillo. — 

Cam. Have you thought on 
A place, whereto you’ll go ? , 

Flo. Not any yet. 

Cam. Then list to me : 

This follows ; — if you will not change your purpose, 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia, 

And there present yourself and your fair princess,— 
For so, I see, she must be,— ’fore the king ; 

Methinks, I see 

Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 
His welcome forth : asks there the son forgiveness, 

As ’twere i’thc father’s person ; kisses the hands 
Of your. fresh princess, and — 

FU). Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him ? ^ 

Cam. Sent by the king your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
nie manner of your bearing towards .him, with 
What you, as from your father, shall deliver, — 

Things known betwixt us three, — I’ll write you down : 
And, with my best endeavours, in your absence, 

Your discontenting father I will strive. 

To qualify, and bring him up lo liking. ( 1 ) 

Flo. I am bound to you ; 

There is some sap in this, — 

(i) And where you may, by letters, iiitreaties, &c. endeavour to 
l^ilKten your incensed iaiher, and reconcile him to the match ; to effect 
which, my best services shall not be wanting during your abseLce Mr. / 
^ pope, without either authority or necessity, reads — I'll strive to qua* ' 
iify j — which bus been followed by all the subsequent editors. ^ 
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Enter Autolycu s, in a silken Di'ess^ r.ii.s.b. 

But, O, the thorns vie stand upon ! — Camillo, 
Preserver of my father, now of me, 

How shall we do ? 

Wc arc not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son ; 

Nor shall appear in Sicily 

Cam. My lord. 

Fear none of this : 1 think, you know, my fortunes 
Do all lie there ; it shall be so my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The scene you play were mine. 

Aut. So, so : — 1 smell the trick of it. (upside.) 
Per. But my poor father — ^ 

Cam. Fear not, fair shepherdess ; he shall be safe; 
Flo. Thus wc set on, Camillo, to the sea-side : 
Come, dearest Perdita : — and fortune speed us ! 
[Crosses to l.h. — Exeunt Fhrizel and Perdita, l.h. 
Cam. The swifter speed, the better. 

Aut. If I* could overhear him now,— 

Cam. What 1 do next shall be, to tell the king 
Of this escape, and whither they are bound. 

Wherein my hope is, I shall so prevail, 

To force him after ; in whose company 

I shall review Sicilia, for whose sight 

I have a woman’s longing. [Exit, r.h. 

./^ut. {Advances ) 1 understand the business, I bear 
it ; — the prince is about a piece of iniquity ; stealing 
away from his father, with his clog at his heels. — 
W ell, I am transformed courtier again : four silken 
gamesters who attended the king, and were reveling 
by themselves at soma distance from the shepherds, 
have drunk so plentifully, that their weak brains are 
turned topsy-turvy. I found one of them, retired from 
the rest, sobering himself with sleep under the shade 
of a hawthorn : I made profit ofttoccasion, and ex- 
changed garments with him } the pedlar’s clothes are 
on his back, and the pack by his side, as empty as his 
pockets ; for I had sold all my trumpery ; not a coun- 
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terfeit stone^ not a riband^ glass^ ballad^ knife^ tape, 
glove, to keep my pack from fasting : my clown grew 
so in love wjth a new song, that he would not stir his 
pettitoes, till he had both tune and words ; which so 
drew the rest of the herd to me, that all their other 
senses stuck in earb ; no hearing, no feeling, but my 
sir’s song, and admiring the nothing of it : so that, in 
this time of lethargy, I picked and cut most of their 
festival purses : and had not the old man come in with 
a hubbub against his daughter and the king’s son, and 
scared my choughs from the chaff, I had not left a 
purse alive in the whole army. — {Shepherd and Clown 
are heard speaking, r.h.u.k.) — Aside, aside; — here 
is more matter for a hot brain : every lane’s end yields 
a careful man work. - (Retires,) 

Enter Shepherd, with a Fardel, and Clown with 
a Casket, from Cottage, r.h.u.e. 

Clown. See, see ; what a man you are* now ! there 
is no other way, but to tell the king, she’s a change- 
ling, and none of your flesh and blood. 

Shep^ Nay, but hear me, — 

Clown. Nay, but hear me : — she being none of your 
flesh and blood, your flesh and blood has not offended 
the king : and, so, your flesh and blood is not to be 
punished by him. Show those things you found about 
her : this being done, let the law go whistle ; 1 war- 
rant you. 

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word ; yea, and 
his son’s pranks too ; who, 1 may say, is no honest 
man, neither to his father, nor to me, to go about to 
make me the king’s brolher-in-law. 

Clown. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off 
you could have been to him ; and then your blood had 
been the dearer, 1^1 know how much an ounce. 

AuU Very wisely ; puppies ! {^iiside.) 

Shep. Well; let us to the king: there is that in 
^s fardelj will make him scratch his beard. ^ 
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Aut. {Advances, l.h.) How now^ rustics ? whither 
are you bound ? 

' Shep, To the palace, an it like your worship. 

^uU Your affairs there ? what? with whom ? — ^The 
condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your ages, of what having, (1) breeding, 
and any thing that is fitting to be known, discourse. 

Clown. Are you a courtier, an’t like you, sir ? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a courtier. 
See’st thou not the air of the court in these cnfold- 
ings ? hath not my gait in it the measure of the 
court ? (2) I am a courtier cap-a~p^; and one that will 
either push on, or pluck back, thy business' there ; 
whereupon I command thee to open thy aflair. 

Shep. My business, sir, is to the king. 

Aat. What advocate hast thou to him ? 

Shep. I know not, an’t like you. 

Clown. Advocate's the court- word for a pheasant; (3) 
say, you have none. 

Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock nor 
hen. (4) 

Aut. How bless'd are we, that are not simple men ! 
Yet nature might have made me as these are ; 

Therefore I’ll not disdain. 

Cloim. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich ; but he wears them 
not handsomely. 

(l) i.e. estate, property. 

(q) i. e. the stately tread of courtiers, 

(3) As he vas a suitor from the country, the Clown supposes his 
father should have brought a present of gamcj and therefore imagines 
when Autolycus asks him what advocate he has, that by the word advo^ 
cate hemeansap/<easan^ 

(4) The allusion here was probably more intelligible in the time of 
Shakspeore than it is at present, though the mode of bribery and in- 
fluence referred to, has b^n at all times employed, and as it should 
seem, with success. Our author might bavejhaid in his mind the fol- 
lowing j;hen a recent instance. In the time ot Queen Elisalieth there 
were J usticcs of the Peace called Basket JusticeSf who would do nothing 
without a present; yet, as a member of the House of Commons ex- 
pressefi himself, “ for half a do^en of chickens would dispense with a 
whole dozen of penal statutes.” 
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Ctown. A great man, 1*11 warrant i I know, by the 
picking on’s teeth ( 1) 

jiiut. The fardel there? what’s i’the fardel? — Where- 
fore that box ? 

Shep„ Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel and 
box, which none must know but the king ; and which 
he shall know within this hour, if I may come to the 
speech of him. 

^ut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour.,,. 

Shep. Why, sir ? 

Aut. The king is not at the palace : he is gone 
aboard a^new ship, to purge melancholy, and air him- 
self : for, if thou be’st capable of things serious, thou 
must know, the king is full of grief. 

Shep. So ’tis said, sir ; about his son, that should 
have married a shepherd’s daughter. 

Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand- fast, let him 
fly ; the curses he shall have, the tortures he shall feel, 
will break the back of man^ the heart of monster. 
Clown*! Think you so, sir? 

Aut, (Crosses to Centre.) Not he alone shall suffer 
what wit can make heavy, and vengeance bitter ; but 
those that are german to him, though removed fifty 
times, shall all come under the hangman. — An old 
sheep-whistling rogue, a ram-tender, to offer to have 
his daughter 'ome into grace ! — Some say, he shall be 
stoned ; but that death is tpo soft for him, say I. — 
Draw our throne into a sheep-cote ! — all deaths are 
too few, the sharpest too easy. 

Clown* Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you hear, 
an’t like you, sir ? 

Aut* He has a son, who shall be flayed alive ; then, 
’noin ted over with honey, (2) set on the head of a 

(l) It seeiDB, that to pick tbe teeth was, at this time, a mark of 
aome pretension to ^rgiatneseor elegance. So, the Baal^, in King 
iMn, speaking of the traveller, says : 

' ^ ‘‘ He and hU piek-iooth at my worship’s mess.’* 

A punishment oi this sort is recorded in a book which Shak. 
have seeil;.-** he caused a cage of yron to be made, 
in the sunne ; and, after annointing the pore prince over 
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wasp’s nest ; then stands till he be th^e quarts and 
a dram dead ; then recovered again with aqnavitse^ or 
sohie other hot infusion ; then^ raw as he is, and in 
the hottest day prognostication proclaims, (1) shall he 
be set against a brick wall, the sun looking with a 
southward eye upon him ; where he is to behold him 
with’ flies blown to death.-^ to l.h.) — But what 
talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose miseries are to 
be smiled at, their offences being so capital ? Tell me,— 
for you seem to be honest, plain men, — what you have 
to the king: being something gently considered, (2) Til 
bring you where he is aboard, tender your persons to 
his presence, whisper him in your behalfs ; and, if it 
be in man, besides the king, to effect your suits, here 
is man shall do it. 

Cbwn. He seems to be of great authority ; close 
with him, give him gold ; and no more ado : — re* 
member, stoned and flayed alive. 

Shep^ An’t please you, sir, to undertake the busi- 
ness for us, here is that gold I have ; I’ll make it as 
much more ; and leave this young man in pawn, till I 
bring it you. 

Well, give me the moiety : — are you a party 
in this business ? * . (Crosses to Centre.) 

Clown. In some sort, sir : but, though my case be 
a pitiful one, I hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 

Aiit. O, that’s the case of the shepherd’s son: hang 
him, he’ll be nfade an example. — {^Crosses to r.h.) — 
Walk before toward the sea- side ; go : I will but look 
upon the hedge, and follow you. [Exit, R.H. 

Clown. We are blessed in this man, as I may say, 
even blessed. 

with hony, forced bim naked to enter into it, where he long time 
endured the greatest Linguurand torment in theworlde, with swarmet 
of flies that dayly fed on him ^ and in thissorte, with paine and famine, 

ended his miserable, life.” 

€* 

(a) That is, th6 hottest day foretold in the almanack. Almailteks were 
.in Shakspearc's time published under this title : “ An Almanaek and 
* PrognosticaHon made for the year of our Lord God, 1595.” 

(3) Means, I htxcir^a gentlemanlike consideration given me, i. e. a 
bribe, trt7/ bring you, &c. 
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Shep. Let’s bdbre^ as he bids us : he was provided 
to do us good. .[Exeunt, l.h. 


end of act IV. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Sicilia , — TIw Palace. ^Tlte King's 
Closet.— T Me, Books, — Two Chairs, Footstool. 

Leontes, Centre, Cleomenes^ r.h. a?^d Paulina, l.h. 
discovered. 

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have per- 
form’d 

A saint- like sorrow : 

At the last, 

Do, as the heavens have done ; forget your evil ; 

With them, forgive yourself. 

Leon. Whilst I remember ^ 

Her, and her virtues, 1 cannot forget 
My blemisbcc^ in them ; and so, still think of 
The wrong J did myself: which was so much, 

That heiress it hath made my kingdonf ; and 
Destroy’d the sweet’st coihpanion that e’er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True, too true, my lord ; 

If, one by one, you wedded all the world, — 

Or, from the all that are, took something good, 

T’o make a perfect woman, — she, you kill’d. 

Would be unparallel’d. 

Leon, I think Eo. — Kill’d ! — * 

She I kill’d ? I did so : but thou strikest|ne 
Sorely, to say I did : 

Now, good now, 

Sav so Dtlt seldom. 
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Cleo. Not al], good lady : 

You might have spoken a thousand things, that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac’d 
Your kindness better. 

Paul. You are one of those. 

Would have him wed again. 

Cleo. If you would not so. 

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign name ; consider little, 

What danger^ by his highness’ fail of issue, 

May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers-on. 

Paul. The gods 

Will have fulfill’d their secret purposes : 

For has not the divine Apollo said 
That King Leontes shall not have an heir. 

Till his lost child be found ? which, that it shall. 

Is all as monstrous to our human reason. 

As my Antigonus to break his grave. 

And come again to me ; who, on my life. 

Did perish with the infant. 

Leon. Good Paulina, — 

Who hast the memory of Hermione, 

I know, in honour, — Oh, that ever I 

Had squar’d me to thy counsel ! then, even now 

I might have look’d upon my queen’s full eyes ; 

Have taken treasure from her lips,— 

Paul. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

Leon. Thou speak’st truth. 

No more such wives ; therefore, no wife : 

I’ll have^no wife, Paulina. 

Pauh Will you swear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave ? 

Leon. Never, Paulina ; so be bless’d my spirit ! 
Paul. Then, good my lord, bear witness to his oatli. 
Cleo. Ypy tempt him over-much. 

Paul. I have done, 
yet,— ^if my lord will marry, — 

Give me the office 

B 
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To choose you a queen, sir ; and she shall be such. 

As, walk’d your first queen’s ghost, it should take joy 
To see her in your arms. 

Enter Phocion, r.h. 

PJw, One that gives out himself Prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his princess, — she 
The fairest I have yet beheld, — desires access 
To your high presence. 

Leon. What with him ? he comes n'ot 
Like to his father’s greatness : his approach, 

So out of circumstance, and sudden, tells us, 

’Tis not a visitation fram’d, but forc’d 
B}’ need, and accident. What train ? 

Pko. But few, 

And those but mean- 

Leon. His princess, say you, with him ? 

Pho. Ay ; the most peerless piece of earth, I think. 
That e’er the sun shone bright on. 

Leon. Go, Cleornencs ; 

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends. 

Bring them to our einbracement. — 

[^Exeunt Phocion and Cleomenes, r.h. 
Still ’tis strange, 

He thus should steal upon us. 

Paul. Had our prince. 

Jewel of children ! seen this hour, he had pair’d 
Well with this lord ; there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leon. 'Pr’ythce, no more ; thou know’st, 

He dies to me again, when talk’d of : sure, 

W^hen I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that, which may 
t^nfurnish me of reason. — {Trumpets souiul^ r.h.) 

Enter Cieomenbs, Florizel, Perdita, and two 
Lords K.H.— Cleomenes crosses behind, L.m 

They are come.— 

Most dearly welcome, prince ! 

f&ur fair pri::cess,— goddess ! — 
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Most welcome, sir ! — Were I but twenty-one, 

Your fatiier’s image is so hit in you, 
llis very air, that 1 should call you brother, 

As 1 did him. 

Flo. Great sir, by his command 
Have I liere touch’d Sicilia : and from him 
Give you all greetings that a king, at (1) friend, 

Can send his brother ; 

Whom he loves 
More than all Uic sceptres, 

And those that bear them, living. 

heon. O, my brother, — 

Good gentleman ! — the wrongs I have done thee, stir 
Afresh within me. — 

Welcome hither. 

As is the spring to the earth ! — And hath he too 
Expos’d this paragon to the fearful usage, 

At least ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man, not worth her pains ; much less 
The adventure of her person ? 

Flo. Good my lord. 

She came from Libya. 

Leon. Where the warlike Smahis, 

That noble honour’d lord, is fear’d and lov’d ? 

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence : 

My best train 

I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d ; 

Who for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir. 

But my arrival, and my wife’s, in safety 
Here, where we are. 

Leon. The blessed gods 
Purge all infection from our air, whilst you 
Do climate here ! — 

What might I have been. 

Might 1 a son and daughter now have look’d on, 
Sucli^oodly things as you ! {A trumpet sounds r.m.j 

' (l) /i/ perhaps men’s friene^ship. So, in ffam/etf we hu^e 

the wind fit help. We might, however, read, omitting only a single 
letlt-T—a hiend. 
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Enter Archidamus, attended by two Lards^ r.m. 

Arch. Please you, great sir, 

Bohemia greets you, from himself, by me : 

Desires you to attach his son who has 

His dignity and duty both cast offi — 

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A shepherd’s daughter. 

Leon. Where’s Bohemia ? speak. 

Arch. Here in your city; I now came from him. 
To your court 

Whiles he was hastening, in the chase 
Of this fair couplfe, meets he on the way 
The father of this seeming lady and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray’d me ; 

Whose honour and whose honesty, ’till now. 

Endur’d all weathers. 

Arch. He’s with the king your father. 

I .eon. Who ? Camillo ? 

Arch. Camillo, sir; who now 
Has these poor men in question. (1) 

Per. O, my poor father ! 

The heaven sets spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon. You are married ? 

Flo. We are not, sir ; nor are we like to be ; 

The stars, I see, will kiss the vallies first. 

Leon. My lord, 

Is this the daughter of a king ? 

Flo. She is. 

When once she is my wife. 

^Leon. That once, I see, by your good father’s 
speed, 

Will come on very slowly. I am sorry, 

Your choice is not so rich in worth as bec;aiy, (2) 

(i; Conversation. 

(3) l^orth signiSes any kind of u’orihinett^ and among otherstkat 
The King means that he is sorry the PrinceV choice 
other respects as worthy of him as in beauty. 
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That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up : 

Tliough fortune, visible an enemy, 

Should chase us, with my father; power no jot 
Hath she to ciiange our loves. — ’Beseech you, sir. 
Remember since you ow’d no more to time 
Than 1 do now : ( I ) with thought of such affeetioTjs, 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your request, 

My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Leon. Would he do so, I’d beg your precious mis- 
tress. 

Which he counts but a trifle, 

Paul. Sir, my liege, 

Your eye hath too much youth in*t : not a month 
’Fore your queen died, she was more worth such gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leon. 1 thought of her. 

Even in these looks I made. — But your petition 
Is yet unanswer’d. I will to your father : 

Your honour not o’erthrowm by your desires, 

I am friend to them and you : upon which errand 
I now go toward him ; therefore, follow me. 

And mark whut way I make : come, good iny lord. 

lExeuiitf R H. — Trumpets sound. 


SCENE II . — A Square before the Palace. 

Enter Phocion and Dion, l.h. 

Dion. ’Beseech you, sir, w'ere you present at this 
relation ? 

Pho. I was by at the opening of the fardel ; heard 
the old shepherd deliver the manner how he found it : 
whereupon, after a little amazedness, we were alL 
commanded out of the chamber : only this, nie- 
tlkought, ^'Uieard the shepherd say,— he fouiul the 
child. 

Dioti. I would most gladly know the issue of it.- 

(l) Recolkct the period when you were of my aje. 

• ii 5 
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Pho^ I make a broken delivery of the business : — 
But the changes I perceiv’d in the king and Camillo, 
were very notes of admiration ; there was speech in 
their dumbness^ language in their very gesture ; — 

Enter Thasius, r.h. 

Here comes a gentleman that happily knows more : — 
the news ? 

Tha. Nothing but bonfires : the oraeleis fulfilled; 
the king’s daughter is found: such a deal of wonder 
is broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers 
cannot be able to express it. 

Enter Cleomenes, r.h. 

Pho. How goes it now, sir ? This news which is 
called true, is so like an old tale, that the verity of it is 
in strong suspicion : has the king found his heir ? 

Cleo. Most true ; if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumstance : the mantle of Queen Hermione ; — her 
jewel about the neck of it; — the letters of Antigonus, 
found with it; — the majesty of the creature, in re- 
semblance of the mother ; — and many other evidences, 
proclaim her, with all certainty, to be the king’s 
daughter. — Did you see the meeting of the two kings ? 

Dion. No. 

Cho. Then have you lost a sight, which was to be 
seen, cannot be spoken of. There might you have 
beheld one joy crown another ; there was casting up 
of eyes, holding up of hands ; with countenance of 
such distraction, that they were to be known by gar- 
ment, not by favour. ( I ) Our king being ready to 
leap out of himself for joy of his found daughter, as 
if that joy were now become a loss, cries. O, thy mo- 
iliery thy mother / — then asks Bohemia forgiveness;. 

embraces his son-in-law ; then agaru svorriar 
his daughter, with clipping (2) her : now he thanks the 
old shepherd, who stands by, like a weather- bitten 

^teuance. (9) Embracing. (3) Corroded by lha wcatbar. 
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^conduit ( I ) of many kings* reigns ; — I never heard of 
such another encounter, which lames report to follow 
it, and undoes description to do it. 

JP/io. What, 'pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carried hence the child ? 

Cleo. Like an old tale still; which will have matter 
to rehearse, though credit be asleep, and not an ear 
open : he was torn to pieces with a bear : this avouches 
the shepherd’s son ;,^who has not only his innocenee, 
which seems much, to justify him, but a handkerchief 
and rings, of his, that Paulina knows. 

Tha, What became of his bark, and his followers ? 

Cleo, Wrecked, the same instant of their master's 
death ; and in the view of the shepherd : so that all 
the instruments, which aided to expose the child, 
were even then lost, when it was found.— But, O, the 
noble combat that, ’twixt joy and sorrow, was fought 
in Paulina ! she had one eye declined for the loss of 
her husband ; another elevated, that the oracle was 
fulfilled : she lifted the princes from the earth ; and 
so locks her in embracing, as if she would pin her to 
her heart, that she might no more be in^ danger of 
losing. 

Pho. The dignity of this act was worth the audience 
of kings and princes ; for by such was it acted. 

CUo. One of the prettiest touches of all was, when 
at the relation of the queen’s death, with the manner 
how she came to it, — bravely confessed and lamented 
by the king, — how attentiveness wounded his daugh- 
ter ; ’till, from one sign of dolour to another, she did, 
with an alas I I would fain say, bleed tears ; for, I 
am sure, my heart wept blood. 

Dion, Are they returned to the court ? 

Cleo. No : the Princess hearing of her mother’s 
statue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, — a piece 
many years in doing, and now newly performed by that 
rnre'ltalian Tnaster, Julio Romano, — thither, with all 
greediness of affection, are they gone. 

(i) Cooduits, representing a liiiman figure, were herctolbrenot *n- 
comtnon. One of thi« kind, a female form and toeather-beaten^ atill 
exiSts at HoddiiMlon, in Herts. 
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Pho, She hatli privately twice or thrice a-day, ever 
since <lie death of HermioDe, visited that removed 
house. Sliall we thither, and with our company piece 
the rejoicing ? 

Cleo. Who would be thence, that has the benefit of 
access? every wink of an eye, some new grace will 
be born : our absence makes us unthrifty to our know- 
ledge, Let’s along. [Exeunt^ l.h. 

Efiter Autolycus, l.h. 

jlut. Now, had 1 not the dash of my former life in 
me, would preferment drop on iny head. I brought 
the old man and his son aboard the prince : told him, 
1 heard them talk of a fardel, and I know not what : 
but he at that time, over- fond of the shepherd's 
daughter, — so he then took her to be, — would not 
make the leisure to hear me, and this mystery remained 
undiseovered. — Here come those I have done good tc* 
against my will, and already appearing in the blossoms 
of their fortune. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown, r.h. 

Shep, Come, boy ; I am past more children ; but 
thy sons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clown. You are well met, sir: you denied to fight 
with me the oilier day, because I was no gentleman 
born : see these clothes ? say, you see them not, 
and think me still no gentleman born : you were best 
say, these robes are not gentleman born. Give me 
the lie ; do ] and try whether 1 am not now a gentle- 
man born. 

^ut. (In centre.) I know, you are now, sir, a gen- 
tleman born. 

Chnvn. Ay, and have been so any time these four 
hours. 

Shep. And so have I, boy. 

Chwn. So you'have : — but I was a gentleman born 
before my father : for the king’s son took me by tjie 
liaodv called me, brother ; and then the two kihgs 
iny father, brother ; and then the prince, my 
arid the princess, my sister, called mv fathdr* 



THE WlNTER^S TALE. 81 

> father ; and so we wept : — and there was the first 
gentlemanlike tears that ever we shed. 

• Shep, We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clown* Ay ; or else Hwere hard luck, being in so 
preposterous estate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me all* 
the faults I have committed to your worship ; and to 
give me your good report to the prince my master. 

Shep. ^Pr’ythee, son, do; for we must be gentle, 
now we are gentlemen. 

Clown. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Ant. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clown. Give me thy hand : — hast nothing in it ? — 
Am I not a courtier ? — I must be gently considered : 
— Sce’st thou not the air of the court in these en- 
foldings ? — Hath not my gait in it the measure of the 
court ? 

Aut. Here is what gold I have, sir. 

Clown. Well, I will swear to the prince, thou art 
as honest a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

AVigp. You may say it, but not swear it. 

Clown. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman ? Let 
boors and franklins (1) say it, Fll swear it. 

Shep. How, if it be false, son ? 

Clown. If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman may 
swear it, in the behalf of his friend : — and I’ll swear 
to the prince, thou art a tall (2) fellow of thy hands, 
and that thou wilt not be drunk ; but, I know, thou 
art no tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt be 
drunk : but Fll swearit. — {Drums and trumpets sound.) 
— Hark ! the kings and the princes, our kindred, are 
going to see the queen's picture. Come, follow us: 
we’ll be thy good masters. (3> 

[Exeunt Clown and Shepherd^ l.h. 

(l) Fretholder, or Yeoman, a man above a Villain, but not a 
Q^^man. 

(sDStuut fellow of your »izc. 

fSVThe Clown conceits himself already a man of consequence at 
coU*!. It was the fashion for an inferior, or suiter, to beg of the 
great man, after his humble commendations, that he would be good 
master to him. Many letters written at this period run in this style. 
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Jut Oy sweet sir! — I have bribed him with his own 
money. - [Exity l.h. 

SCENE IIL — Jpartment in Paiilina^s House. 

(Drums and Trumpets sound-) 

JEn/er PoLixENES, Camillo, Paulina, Leontes, Per- 
DiTA, Fldrizel, Archidamus, Emilia, Phocion, 
Hero, Cleomenesi Lamia, DioN,a7idTHAsius, l.h. 

Paul. What, sovereign sir, 

I did not welJ, I meant w^ell : All my services 
You have paid hom^ : but, that you have vouchsaf’d, 
With your crown’d brother, and these your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit, 

It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon- O, Paulina, 

We honour you with trouble : but we came, 

To sec the statue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities : but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon. 

The statue of her mother. 

Paul. As she liv’d peerless, 

So her dead likeness, 1 do well believe. 

Excels whale'^Lf yet you look’d upon. — 

Prepare 

To see the life as lively mock’d, as ever 
Still sleep mock’d death : — behold; and say, ’tis well, — 
{Paulina midraws a Curtain, and discovers tlie 
Statue of Hermione.) 

I like your silence ; it the more shows oflF 

Your wonder : but yet speak ; — first, you, my liege ; — 

Comes it not something near ? 

TbuB FUher, BiBlittp-of Ri)c1ieBter, ivben in prison, in a lei^.er to 

S mwell to relieve his want of clothing : Furthermore, 1 ue- 
Ik you to be gode master unto o le in my neceBsitics, for I hsire 
shirt, nor sute, nur yet other clothes, that are necessary for me 
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^ Leon, Her natural posture ! — 

'Chide me^ dear -stone ; that I may say, indeed. 

Thou art Hermione : or, rather, thou art she, 
in thy not chiding ; for she was as tender, 

As infancy and grace. 

O, thus she stood, 

Even with such life of majesty, 

When first I woo’d her ! — 

I am asham’d. — 

O, royal piece^ 

Til ere’ s ma^ in thy ns^gjesty ; — which has 
My evils conjur’d to remembrance } and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits. 

Standing like stone with thee ! 

Per. And give me leave ; 

And do not say, ’tis superstition, that 
1 kneel, and then implore her blessing. 

Leon, O, master-piece of art ! nature’s deceiv'd 
By thy perfection, and at every look 
My penitence is all afloat again. 

Pol. Dear my brother, 

Let him that was the cause of this, have power 
To lake off so mucli grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Paul, Indeed, my lord, 

If lliad thought, the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought (I ) you, 

I'd not have show'd it. — (Going to draw the Curtain.) 
Leon, Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul, No longer shall you gaze on’t j lest your 
fancy 

May think anon, it moves.— 

(Again attempts to draw it.) 
Leon. Let be, let be. — 

’Would I were dead ! — but that, methinks, already, — (t ) 
What was he that did make it ? — See, my lord, 

deem, it breath’d ? and that those veins 
bear blood ? 

(l) i. e. worked, agitated. 

(s) — but thaty methinks, alrtady I converse with the dead. 

But 4here <his pasaion made him break off. 
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PauL I’ll draw the curtain ; 

My lord’s almost so far transported, that 
He’ll think anon, it lives. — 

Leon^ Make me to think so twenty years together 
No settled senses of the world can match 
The pleasure of that madness. — (j4gain she attempts 
to draw the curtain ) — Let’t alone. 

PauL I am sorry, sir, 1 have thus far stirr’d you ; "but 
I could afflict you further. 

Leon. Do, Paulina ; 

For this affliction has a taste a<^ sweet 
As any cordial comfort. — Siill, methinks. 

There is an air comes from her : — what fine chissel 
Could ever yet cut breath ? — ^Let no man mock me ; 
For I will kiss her. 

PauL Good my lord, forbear : 

The ruddiness upon her lip is wet ; 

You’ll mar it, if you kiss it. 

Shall I draw the curtain ? — 

Leon. No, not these thousand years. 

Per. So long could I 
Stand by, a looker-on. 

PauL Either forbear, — 

Quit presently the chapel, — or resolve you 
For more amazement : if you can behold it. 

I’ll make the statue move indeed ; descend, 

And take v^u by the hand : bi^t then you’ll think, 
Which 1 protest against, I am assisted 
By wicked powers, 

Leon. What you can make her do, 

I am content to look on ; what to speak, 

I am content to hear ; for ’tis as easy 
To make her speak, as move. 

PauL It is required. 

You do awake your faith : then, all stand still ; 

Or those that think it is unlawful business 
am about, let them depart. 

: Leon. Proceed : 
foot shall stir. 

^flPoul. Music, awake her ! — Strike.«-^ 

.;^is time ; descend ; be stone no more : — approach : — 
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Strike all that look upon with marrcj : — Come. — 

• (Music . — Hermione tiims toward Leontes.) 

Leon. Heavenly powers ! — 

Paul. Start not ; her actions shall be holy^ as, 

You hear, my spell is lawful : — 

Nay, present your hand. 

(Music. — Hermione descends from the Pedestal.) 
Leon. Support me, Heaven ! — 

If this be 4 ^sionary bliss. 

My reason cannot hold.v^y queen ? my wife ? — 
But speak to me, and turnlhe wild with transport. — 

1 cannot hold me longer from those arms : — 

She is warm, — she lives ! 

Per. O Florizel 1 

Leon. Her beating heart meets mine, and fluttering 
o\\ ns 

Its long-lost half ; — it is Hermione. 

Pol. O, make it manifest where she has liv'd, 

< )r, how stolen from the dead. 

Paul. Mark a little while. — 

Please you to interpose, fair madam ; kneel, ■ 

And pray your mother’s blessing : — turn, good lady ; 
Our Perdita is found ; — 

{Presents Perdita^ — Hermione catches her inher arms.) 
And with her found 

\ princely husband ? — whose iiistinct of royalty. 

From under the low thatch where she was bred. 

Took his untutor'd queen. 

(Perdita and Florizel kneel) 
Her. You gods, look down. 

And from your sacred phials pour your graces 
Upon their princely heads ! 

Leon. Hark, hark, she speaks ! — 

O, pipe, through sixteen winters dumb ! then deem’d 
Har sh as the raven's throat; now musical 
^^Mil^^rtrst>ng, tun’d to the according spheres ! 

^ My lord, my king, — there's distance in those 

^ names, — 

My husband ! 

Leon. O, my Hermione ! — have I deserv'd 
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That tender name ! — Be witness, holy powers. 

If penitence may cleanse the soul from guilt, 

Leontes’ tears have wash’d his crimes away. 

If thanks unfeign’d be what you best require. 

Most bounteous gods;, for happiness like mine. 

Read in my heart, your mercy’s not in vain ! 

Her. No more, my best-lov’d lord : be all that’s 
pass’d 

Buried in this enfolding, and forj^^LUin* 

Leon. Thou matchless sairt i Thou paragon of vir- 
tue ! 

Per. Thus let me bow, and kiss that hbnour’d hand. 
Her. Thou, Perdita, my long-lost child, that fill’st 
My measure up of bliss, — tell me, mine own, 

Where hast thou been preserv’d ? where liv’d ? how 
found 

Thy father’s court ? for thou shalt hear that I, 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wast in being, have preserv’d 
Myself, to see the issue. ^ 

Paul. There’s time enough for that ; 

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble 
Your jpys* with like relation. Go together, 

You precious winners all ? (1) your exultation 
Partake to every one : I, an old turtle. 

Will wing me to some wither’d bough ; and there 
My mate, that’s never to be found again. 

Lament, ’till I am lost. 

Leon. No, no, Paulina : 

Live bless’d with blessing others. — My Polixenes, — 
What! — Look upon my brother; — both your par- 
dons. 

That e’er I put between your holy looks 
!My ill suspicion.— X)ome, our good Camillo, 

Now pay thy duty here : thy worth and honesty 
Ar^ richly noted, and here justified 

a pair of'kings. — And, my best queen, 

who by this discovery have gained what you desired, may 
jQ|npUtivity, in which I. wbnhave lost what can never be recovered, 
-part. 
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Again I give you this your son-in-law. 

And son unto the king, by heav’ns directing 
Long troth-plight to our daughter. 

Per. I am all shame. 

And ignorance itself, how to put on 
This novel garment of gentility ; 

And yield a patch’d behaviour 

That ill becomes this presence : — I "Shall learn, 

I trust 1 s hall, yjtkapeekness : — but I feel — 

Ah, happy ffeiat I dor>^a love, a heart. 

Unalter’d to my prince, Tily Florizel. 

Flo. Be still my queen of May, my shepherdess ; 
Rule in my heart ; my wishes be thy subjects. 

And harmless as thy sheep. 

Leon. Now, good Paulina, 

Conduct us hence ; where we may leisurely 
Each one demand, and answer to, the part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of time, since first 
We were dissever’d 
Then thank the righteous gods ; 

Who, after tossing in a frightful storm, 

Guide us to port, and cheerful beams display. 

To guild the happy evening of our day. 


Disposition of the Characters when the Curtain falls. 



curtain 
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ONE O’CLOCK ! 


We recollect that have been more hardly dealt 

with by public censors than piece before us ; it has had the ill re- 
port of them all. fronithe highest io the lowest; diurnal, hebdomadal, 
and monthly scribes have unanimously agreed to denounce the au- 
thor's ** monstrosities," and the weakness of bis dialogue has expe- 
rienced as little mercy as the extravagance of his plot ; yet, in spite 
of this outcry against it, it met with a favourable reception from the 
public on its first appearance, and is never performed without exciting 
a high degree of interest. The secret of this may be told in balf-a-do« 
zen words : altliough the language is frivolous and the characters 
feeble, the stoiy is eminently dramatic, and the quick succcssioa of 
well-imagined incidents never for a moment suffers the attention to 
flag, or affords it an opportunity to detect the weak points of the com- 
position. Even they who are inclined to judge most severely of 
Lewis’s dramatic abilities, must perforce admit that he well under- 
stood how to construct an exciting plot, and to raise the curiosity of 
an audience, if he did not satisfy their reason. We are conscious 
that we shall draw forth a smile of contemptuous pity from the tribe 
of fastidious writers we have just alluded to, when we own that this 
dramatic talent reconciles us to a thousand imperfections, and that we 
have derived more pleasure from witnessing one of his melo-dramas, 
than from listening to twenty of those tiresome tragedies recently in 
vogue, in which the absence of every other good quality is thought to 
be atoned for by mere graces of sentiment and diction. 

To raise a stupid grin at the supernatural agency of this piece may 
be a very easy exploit, and very worthy of those dull matter-of-fact 
'*?paelties can tolerate nothing that is removed one step beyond 
the . K^Siere of actual existence ; but imaginations of a loftier order 
will jot fail to appreciate and admire the boldness of the genius whirh, 
A 2 
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spuming the dull boundaries of the visible creation, has here ima- 
gined a fiction replete with the most captivating originality, and ad- 
mirably suited to the purposes of the dramatist. There is inde^oo 
principle more inseparably entwined with our nature, or which catf'^r 
appealed to mth more powerful effect upon the stage, than that^ a 
belief in the beings of another world ; 'tis a feeling, or a weakness, 
which in a greater or less degree finds a place in the bosom of every 
one of us, of the enlightened as well as of the ignorant, and which 
requires only the aid of situation or opportunity to dcvelope itself. 
As our great moralist once observed, theywho-tCagJhis with their 
tongues confess it by their fears though we may laugh at 

Lewis’s spirits and demons while we talk of them at our homes, by 
the cheerful fire-side, yet when we see them personified in the theatre, 
i^hc laughter unconsciously becomes hushed — we believe and tremble. 

The piece abounds with those perilous situations, productive of iu- 
tense anxiety and breathless suspense, which constitute the great charm 
of such compositions ; and there are few scenes in the whole circle 
of the drama, — scarcely even that appalling one in Macbeth” after 
the murder of Duncan , — which so inspire an niidiencc with a silent 
shuddering awe as does that of the Banquet in the second Act : ’tis 
difficult in fact to imagine that stage-effect can be carried farther, or 
rendered more grandly impressive. The spectator beholds a magni- 
ficent gothic hall, resounding with the ‘'voluptuous swell” of music, 
crowded with youth and beauty engaged in the lively dance, and dis- 
playing in brief ercry object that can tend to exhilarate the mind or 
amuse the fancy. Gradually, and without any apparent cause, the 
mirth becomLa languid, the music grows discordant and dies away, 
the dance ceases, a mysterious horror takes possession of the revel- 
lers, and a chilling silence prevails where just before the tones of 
mirth and melody were heard. The effect is wrought to a climax by 
the terrific intrusion of the Wood Dsmon, with the subsequent ap- 
palling darkness and striking catastrophe. Description, however, can 
convey but a faint idea of the impression which this well-contrived 
incident produces in representation, but we believe all who have wit- 
nessed it will agree with us in thinking that no description could sur- 
pass the reality. For ourselves, we hesitate not to cdUfesTTbat w:^ 
liavc more than once been most powerfully wrought upon 
very cunning of the scene,” experiencing in all its force 



” That undefin'd and sudden thrill 
''Which makes the heart a moment still> 

" Then beat with quicker pulse^ ashamed 
" Of tliat strange sense its silence fram'd.'* 

In ike state of excited feeling thus produced^ there is little leisure 
to notice the absurdity of the supposition that a being in Htsrdyknute* s 
situation could by any possibility become heedless or forgetful of the 
arrival of that period which both his temporal and eternal interests im- 
periously call upm him to remember; but, as we have already 
hinted, we have no particular admiration of either the characters or 
language of this piece, which we abandon to the wrath of the tribe of 
critics by profession, reserving only to ourselves the privilege of 
being so " childish" as to admire the plot. It would indeed be some- 
what difficult to defend the introduction of a silly native of Holstein, 
with all our English proverbs at his fingers'-ends ; or the still greater 
absurdity of making this booby's father satirise the introduction of 
quadrupeds upon the stage of the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, 
London, in the year 1811. (vide p. 14.}* Indeed, the rock upon 
which Lewis's vessel split in all her dramatic voyages was the idea he 
weakly enough entertained that he had a talent for humorous writing, 
though no man's forte lay in a more opposite direction. Were there 
no other evidence of this, 'twould be sufficiently proved by the puerile 
pleasantries of the personages just mentioned, which moreover have 
not even the merit of originality to recommend them. In an adver- 
tisement prefixed to the first edition of the piece, the author asserted 
that, let the demerits of bis characters be what they might, theywere 
the creatures of his own fancy ; but, we think few of our readers will 
hesitate to admit that Ouelpho and Willihind remind them too strongly 
of Solomon and Peter in " The Stranger" and the Baron of Oakland 
in " The Haunted Tower;" nor would it be difficult to point out some 
equally close resemblances between this drama and " Deaf and 


* The good taste of this becomes still more apparent, when it is rc- 
,,«nllecteu ihat the sarcasm proceeded from the pen of the very ivritcr 
who fiiree months before had constructed a piece expressly for the 
» purpose of exhibiting these animals, viz. " Timour the Taitar." 

* a3 



Dumb,*’ ** The Tale of Mystery;" Stc', There it is true, some 

approach to origikiality m the* character of JJardyknute, though the 
hint was confessedly borrowed from that compound of beautic^s and 
absurdities, PickersgiU's Three Brothers while inf^nat&eb^^ 
of female vanity, with the alternations of an ingenuous dispositk ' 
between truth and inconstancy, are rendered pleasantly ilinstrs^^ of 
the satirical rogue's libel who averred that 

Women, like moths, are ever caught by glare ; 

And Mammon wins where Angels might f^^pair." 

The songs, as Lewis's always do, rise far beyond the level of those 
generally met with in operatic dramas. 

The ** Wood Dmmon'' (as this play was then entitled) was first 
performed at the late Drury Lane Theatre in 1807, and gave so much 
satisfaction to the town, that, although produced in the latter part of 
the season, it was repeated more than thirfy times before the Imuse 
closed. It may not be unworthy of notice, that on this occasion Miss 
Feron, now Mrs. Gloasop, was introduced to the stage, as the ATfr- 
ireas of the ReveU, and surprised the audience by her wonderful eze* 
cudon of a very difficult air. In 181 1 the raelo-drame was reproduced 
at the English Opera House, under its present tide, though we believe 
H'bad undergone little alteration from the state in which it was pre- 
viously exhibited at Drury Lane, beyond the transposition of one or 
two scenes, and a few additions to the songs and dialogue — made in> 
judiciodsly, we think, for pieces in general profit more by the opera* 
tion of compression than by that of expansion— and the audience were 
of the same opinion ; therefore, after the first night, much of the 
novel matter was omitted. The drama in its original form was never 
printed, and we therefore cannot more particularly enumerate the 
variations between the two copies ; but one of them, which our memo- 
ry enables us to detect, strikes us as being extremely ill-judged : in 
the piece as it was origmally played, Clotilda was the aunt instead of 
the sister of Unaf which served in some measure, to account for the 
necessity of her narrative in the first act, though as matters now stand, 
its introduction is obviously absurd ; for, though Una mights reason ^ 
^^mbly enough be sup^sed ignorant that her aunt's late husbant' ** was 
n vassal on Hardyknute'o domains,'* and of other household concc'^Us, , 
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it 19 not quite so probable that she could be equally unacquainted with 
the affairs of her suter and companion. Bat then, to be sure, the au- 
dieo^e know nothing about the matter, and are therefore the more 
^^ged to the lady for her communication. P*P • 



Ctme of ]fUpreoratatton* 

The time this piece takes in representation is two liours 
and forty minutes. 
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HARDYKNUTE. 

Suit of steeled armour. — Sccond'dress, Brown tunic and blue 
pantaloons. 

GUELPHO. 

Drab colopr dSVblct and short breeches. 

WILLIKIND. 

White doublet, pink vest and full breeches. 

OSWY. 

Brown tunic, buff pantaloons and ruset boots. 

ROLPH. 

Dark coloured doublet and pantaloons. 

LEOLYN. 

Li£[ht blue tunic, white pantaloons. 

MINSTRELS. 

Grey tunic, &c. &c, 

AURIAL. 

• Blue satin tunic trimed with silver, white pantaloons. 

CLOTILDA, 

Brown cloth short dress, trimmed with blue and white, white 
etticoat. 

UNA. 

Spangled leno dress. 

PAULINA. 

Blue short dress trimmed with white, white petticoat trimmed 
with blue. 


SANGRIDA. 

Red stuff dress, and brown mantle. 





Hardyhnute Mr. Phillips. 

Guelpho Mr. Knight. 

WilUkind Mr.Oxbeny. 

Oswy Mr. Pyne. 

Ralph Mr. G. Smith. 

Leolyn * • . • • Master Doree. 

Minstrel Mr, Smith. 


Anrial Miss Bristow. 

Clotilda Mrs. Mountain. 

Una Miss Kelly. 

Paulina, Mrs. Bland. 

Sang-rida Mr. Robert. 


Stage Directions, 

By R.11 is meant Right Hand. 

Left Hand. 

Second Entrance. 

Upper Entrance. 

M D Middle Door. 

Door in flat. 

D Right Hand Door. 

*''***® .1 •••• •• •■ ••Left Hand Door. 



ONE O’CLOCK! 


OR, the 

KNIGHT AND THE WOOD DAEMON. 


ACT L 

SCENE Cottage in a Wood. — Mountains in 

the back ground — Moonlight — when the Curtain 
has risen, the Trees and Rocks open^ and discover 
groupes of Wood Spirits— they come forward.) 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

11 ist ! Spirits, hist ! ^tis near the hour 
Which brings our awful mistress here ! 

The threatening skies already lower ! 

The groaning woods confess their fear ? 

(More Spirits ascend from the ground— a storm 
begins to rise! — the moon turns red.) 

LiO ! sanguine clouds the moon deform / 

JLouder and louder grows the storm ! 

Deep thunders roar — red lightnings flash ! 

Hark ! — ^twas the fall of the mountain ash ! — 

{Violent Umpest — a black cloud descends.) 

B 
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^Tis she / ^tis she! — far in the north 
A sable cloud comes rolling forth I 

{It opensy and Sangrida appears ; the hack parj 
of the cloud is formed of flames,) 

It bursts ! It bursts ! our Queen tCe see ! 

Fiends of the Forest bend the knee ! 

( Solemn Chorus^ whileihe cloud toi^iies the earthy 
and Sangrida comes out,) 

Pleased through the storm we saw thee sail! 
Ilaily might i/ mistress! Hail! all hail! 

SOLO , — Sangrida- 

Hail to the Elf and the Mountain Fair)/ ! 

Hail to the Goblin of the Wood! 

Hither 1 shaped mij progress airi/y 
Lured hi/ the hopes of forfeit blood ! 

Still on this nighty to claim my righty 

Hither J speed when a Iwehemonlh'* s run; 

Vou shall have party the head and the heart ! 

Then spirits rejoice y when the clock s hikes One ! 

(Sangrida sinks with a groupe of elves ; the ot hat 
Sph Its retire to the trees and rock SyZchich dose 
upon them — the stage becomes light.) 

Enter V\v\A^\from the cottagCy l . h . 

Pan. So ! the tempesit is over, and I nijiy vtMiturc 
to pocp abroad! Bless me! how suddenly is all calm 
again! — Not a sign of the storm to be seen, I pro- 
test! — And not a sign of Mr. Rolf, either! — Yet he 
promised so faithfully to be here before sun-rise. — ^ 
IJut lord ! w hat docs it signify, what those devils the 
men promise? — As my cousin Jutta says, it’s best tn 
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huve nothing to do with any of them ; and truly poo*" 
Jutla has but too good reason to say so. 

BALLAD. — Paulina. 

A wolf^ while Jutla slept^ had made 
Her far ourite lamb his prize; 

Young Caspar flew to gire his aid^ 

T} ho heard poor Julians cries : 

He drone the woff from off the greeny 
Sj/^Jaimed a kiss for paj/; 

Ah / Jutlay better ^twonld have beeny 
Had Caspar stayed away. 

They toyedy till day its light withdrew; 

When night invited sleepy 

Fond Julia rose; and bade adieUy 
And homeicard drove her sheep^ 

But ah ! her thoughts zoere changedy I weeUy 
For thus they heard her say; 

AhJultay belter ^tzoould have bccUy 
Had Caspar stayed axoa^ /” 

Fnter Rolf, l.ii. 

Rolf^ Ha ! well said and well sung, my litlle black- 
bird ! — {She turns away ) — Hey-day! what’s in the 
wind now ? Is this rny reception after running in such 
haste to 

Paw. Truly, Mr. Rolf, I can’t see, that you’ve 
made any such great haste ! To keep me wailing 
here 

Rolf Now'^, how can you be so cantankerous ? I 
only stayed till the storm should be over. 

Pan. Very fine! Tell me of the storm indeed ! Sir, 
I’d have you to know, if you had been a true lover, 
the thunder would have roared in vain: you’d have 
been deaf to all sounds but the voice of your niislress, 
and the brightness of my eyes would luivii totally pre- 
vented your seeing the lightning. 

B 2 
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ONE o’clock! or, 

Rolf. Faith ! then, your eyes must have prevented 
me from seeing at all ! Mercy on me ! What volumes 
of fiarnc ! What peals of thunder! and would you 
believe it, Paulina ? Our old Seneschal asserts, thrt 
the same storm happens regularly every year on the 
same day and at the same time ; on the sixth of Au- 
gust, exactly one hour before day-break. 

{Here Leolj/n is seen to cross the mountains in 
great alarm from a.ii.) 

Pan. The sixth of August ! — Oh ! my dear, dear 
Rolf, forgive; my peevishness ! Heaven-'be .ttianked, 
that you waited till the storm was over : why, you 
might have been torn in a thousand pieces ! 

Rolf. Torn in pieces ? What, by the brambles and 
briars ? 

Pan. By the Wood-Daemon and her imps, Rolf ; 
for this storm was raised by them to a certainty. 

Rolf Nonsense, nonsense ! 

Pau. Nay, it’s a fact. Ever on the sixth of Au- 
gust for the last nine years, lias a dreadful storm ari- 
sen in Holstein, which as constantly has been followed 
by the disappearance of a child, never again to bo 
seen or heard of : aftd who but the W ood-Da;mon 
could have an object in stealing these poor children ? 
Answer me that, Rolf? 

Rolf. Pish! the Wood-Daemon, indeed! 

Pau. Nay, what’s more, one of the children sto- 
len was the infant lord of these very domains, on 
whose disappearance they became the property of your 
present patron, the valiant Hardyknute. Aye, you 
may shake your head ; but it’s certain, that the Countess 
Alexina saw the W ood-Daemon steal her son from his 
cradle with her own eyes ! 

Rolf. W ith her own eyes ! aye ; how was that, 
pray ? 

Pau. Why, you must know, that 

J^ter Leolyn, hastily^ l.h.u.e. and hneeh to 
Paulina. 

Pau. How now? What would you, pretty laJr 
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How Icrrilied he seems! How piile! — What alarms 
you ? — Answer ! Speak! — {Leolj/^i points to his lips.) 
— Oh! heavens ! — Rolf, dear Rolf! He surely means, 
fhat he is dumb ! 

Rolf. Alack, poor fellow! — By his dre s he must 
^ a gypsy. 

{Lcoli/n shakes his head mtli an earnest look.) 
'Pan. No, no! He denies it! and that fair com- 
plexion — those blue eyes, so melancholy, so mild — 
my life o jilt, Rolf, he has been slolen by gypsies and 
has jusi^ escaped from them. — (JLeohjn nods assent. )~ 
Yes, yes! I was right! ’Tis so. And what then want 
you ! F ood ? 

Rolf. Clojithing? 

(Leoli/n points to the cottage^ and hides himself 
under Rolfs cloak. ) 

Pau. Concealment? — {Lcohjnnods asstnl.) — In- 
deed? and from whom — {Noise without ^ n.ii.u.i:.) 
Oh ! look, Rolf! Look ! 

{The Gypsies appear Iraxtersing the mo :r: tains 
from R.H.) 


CHORUS. 

This way / this way ! this way ! 

This way he surely fed ! 

.Late in the nighty 
He began his flighty 
We'll find him alive or dead! 

(Leolyn expresses terror — the Gypsies disap- 
pear^ l.u.) 

Pau. They arc Gypsies ! they arc surely his pur- 
suers ! — Rolf, what must be done ? 

Rolf. If they find him here, he’s lost ; they arc nu- 
merous, and could easily force lum from us. 

Pau. Then wc must hide iiirn in the cottage ! 
Come,' come, pretty lad ! away ! 

B 3 
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Holf. The cottage will be suspected — will be search- 
ed — 1 have it ! the hollow in yon oak ! 

Pau. ’Tis the very place ! away with him !— 
(LeoJyn thanks them hastily and is going ; hut 
returns^ lai/s his Jinger on his Ups^ and kneels 
in supplication.) 

Rolf. What, betray you? Boy, you are helpless 
and in distress ! She is a woman, and I was for twelve 
years a sailor ! — (I^eolyn embraces them^ and then 
runs to the oak .) — Itight, right ! now he’s .certain, he 
may trust us. 

{lie lifts the hoy on the tree^ who hides himself 
in the hollow.) 

Enter //ic Gypsies, u.h.u.e. 

CHORUS. 

This way ! this way ! this way ! 

This way he surely fled I 
Ijate in the night; 

He began his flighty 

Weu have him alive or dead. 

Rolf and Paulina. 

Now, what seek ye ? Gypsies, say ! 

CHORUS. 

’Tis a youthful runaway] 

Far he cannot yet hax^e run; 

Answer, damsel, saw yon none ? 

Paulina. 

Just when ruddy morn was breaking 
Past my dopr a gypsy sped : 

Tears declared, his heart was aching; 

O’er yon distant hills he fled. 
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Rolf and Paulina, 

Search the cottage I search it freely ! 

lint though g^psiesy be not r'Ude : 

Use a lady^ prat/y genteelly 
As well-mannered gt/psies should. 

CHORUS. 

IVell'^ IseUl search the cottage freely ! 

Rolf and Paulina. 

Hut though gj/psies be not rude. 

CHORUS 

Fear not ! we'll behcroe genteelly 
As well-mannered gipsies should--- 

{The Gf/psies enter the cottage^ r.h. Leolj/n 
shows himself.) 

Rolf and Paulina. 

Calm thy fears thou little stranger; 

Doubt not we'll our words fulfill 
Spite of threats y and spite of danger y 
We’ll defend thee I 
We'll befriend thee! 

Hush! they come! — lie close and still! 

{Leolyn hides himself; the Gypsies return from 
cottage . ) 

CHORUS. 

Well; zoe've search'd the cottage vainly ! 
dome noWy damsely tell us plainly y 
Fled the boy o'er yonder hill? 

B 4 
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Pauli.^a. 

Across yon mountains speeding 
His painful steps he presi : 

His feet were zceak and bleeding : 

He must have stopped to rest. 

CHORUS. 

Now then away! Pursue! Pursue! 

Thanks^ strangers^ thanks ! 

Rot.f, Paulina and Chorus. 

Adieu ! adieu ! 

[Exeunt Gypsies over the mountains^ r.h. 

Pan, At length weVc got rid of them ! — Now 
then, come forth, poor little trembler ! — {Leolyn de- 
scends and expresses gratitude*) — Nay, nay, sweet 
boy, no more ! — But alas ! how pale and faint he 
seems ! Surely he needs refreshment : wait here a mo- 
ment, Rolf, and I’ll return to you. 

[Exit with Leolyn into the cottage^ u,n. 

Rolf This boy comes of honest parents, or I’ll 
never trust a countenance again. Well, well ; if he 
has had foul jday, I warrant we’ll ferret it out; and 
as soon as mj lord returns — Now Paulina. 

Re-enter Paulina from cottage. 

Pan. Alas, poor heart ! I’ve set food before him, 
and he is eating with such good-will, that it’s quite a 
pleasure to see him ! — But now, Rolf, what’s to be 
done ! Should the gypsies suspect the trick, and re- 
turn — 

Rolf. By the mass, it’s not unlikely ; therefore 
^mark me, Paulink, when you come to the castle — 

" Pm* I must go there directly : for your old Sene- 
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sclial, who fancies himself a great poet and friusician, 
is preparing a festival, in honour of the Count’s ap- 
proaching nuptials, and I am to be the chief per- 
tbnner. 

^ Rolf. Good ! then mind me: bring the boy with 
you : — the Count himself is not yet returned from his 
expedition against the gigantic Knight cf the Black 
Rbcl^; but in the meanwhile apply to his bride, the 
lovely Una ; solicit her protection, and — 

Pah.Qh\ with all my heart ; I can speak to the 
lady Uira without fear, for you know, Rolf, the other 
day she was but a peasant like myself, and might have 
been a peasant still, if by good luck the Count had 
not rescued her from the giant Hacho, and instantly 
fallen head over heels in love with her himself. — 
Adieu, dear Rolf, and in an hour expect me with the 
boy at the castle. [^Exit into the cottage^ u.ii. 

Rolf, Now, go thy ways, for the kindest lass, that 
ever gladdened the heart of a sailor ! a sailor, said I ? 
no, no ! l’v(* done with the sea for ever. — I’ve got a 
comfortable birth in the Count of Holstein’s service, 
and when my lord marries his lovely .peasant-girl, 
Paulina and 1 will make a second couple — my good 
little Piiulinn ! — Never shall I forget, when I went 
uiy last voyage, how she travelled all the way to Lu- 
beck on foot to bid me farewell, and how she hung on 
my neck and wept at parting. 


BALLAD.— Rolf. 


On JialUc hilloxos rode my ship^ 

The boat sixain loud was calling ! 

On mine Paulina prest her lip^ 

And said, zohile teat's were falling, 

In foreign climes, oh ! think on this ! 
Your heart, let nought deprave it : 
But bring me back my parting kiss, 
As^purc as when I gave it 
Ohf that kiss! that sweet, sweet kiss 
The kiss, she gave at parting, 

1? o 
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Jn pain and grief 
Still brought relief. 

And kept the tear from starting. 

Jn breeze and battlefioe long years 
I did a seaman* s duty I 
When pleasure calVd, 1 closed my ears. 

And turn'd my eyes from beauty. 

The wanton's tale of boasted bliss 
1 heard, but ne'er believ'd it; / 

And back I brought that parting kiss, 

As pure as I received it. 

Oh ! that kiss! that sweet, sweet kiss! Src, 

[Exit, L.H. 

SCENE \l.~The Castle-Hatt. 

Una, discovered, 

Una. Well ! it’s very strange, and very provoking ! 
— instead of russet, 1 wear the richest robes ; instead 
of a cottage 1 dwell in gilded chambers; a few days 
will make me a countess, and the wife of the hand- 
somest knight in all Europe : and what pleases me 
more than all, every woman in Holstein is ready to 
die with envy at my good fortune ! and yet with all 
this I am not happy ! — Poor Osway ! he was so good, 
so tender — loved me so long, so sincerely — and J ! 
— Oswy, Oswy, never shall I forget you; never shall 
I forgive myself! 

Gtiel. {Without, l.h.) 1 tell you, Madam Clotilda^ 
there’s no bearing it, and it’s very ungrateful of you. 

Una, Hark! ’tis the old Seneschal — now what’s 
the matter, Guelpho ? 

Guelpho, l.h. 


Guel, Nay, it’s only the old story lady ; your sister, 
Ctft/lnm Clotilda, has made me lose my temper, that’s 
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Una. What has she been doing ? 

Guel, What she does from morning till night ; 
Ijnding fault with my lord, and affecting to be dis- 
pleased at your marrying him. Surely never was 
there known such ingratitude ! yon and your sisft'r 
were two humble villagers ; Hacho, the terrible giant 
of ^he Black Hock carried you both off; and, what 
wotkJd have become of you heaven only knows, if 
Coui^ Hardyknute hadn’t arrived in the very nick of 
time, iiearHed you from the giant, and offered your- 
self his hand; and in return for all these services is 
my lord to be looked down upon by an ungrateful 

Una. Hush ! Guelpho, hush I 

Gael. Nay, damsel ; I say it not in yout disparage- 
ment. You deserve your good fortune ! for you arc 
a mighty pretty -behaved young body, and wIilmi 1 
read my verses, you never go to sleep ; a very great 
virtue, and which 1 find very few people to possess. 
Hut it puts me in a fury, when your sister speaks ill 
of our valiant master, especially when be has just 
done the whole province such an essential service by 
taking prisoner the giant Hacho, and demolishing his 
fortress. 

Una, And a terrible task it was.— Mercy on me ! if 
lie had failed. 

Guel. Oh ! bless you ! the count never fails in any 
thing. How else, from being a poor unknown war- 
rior, could he have become the rich and powerful 
Lord of Holstein ? 

Una. An unknown warrior i 

Gael. Aye, truly ; and what he was originally, no one 
can tell you. He first distinguished himself by saving 
ill battle the life of our feudal sovereign, the King of 
Denmark ; at whose court he formed so strict a friend- 
ship with Riiric, the last Count of Holstein, that when 
Ruric died, he bequeathed his domains to his friend, 
in case his only son should die in infancy. 

Una. An infant son, say you ? and what was that 
infant’s fate ? 

Guel. You shall bear. One night the castle was 
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alarmed by tlic shrieks of the widowed countess, Wc 
ran to her chamber ; wc found her weeping and tear- 
ing her hair ; and the cradle — alas ! the cradle was 
empty! the terrible Wood Dtemon had stolen away 
the child. 

Una. And know you for what purpose ? 

GueL Too well ! too well! I shudder to tell you — 
for the purpose of devouring it I 

Una. Horrible ! and does the Dsemon then d/jvour 
none but children ? 

Guel. Not in Holstein ; but in the ncighbourii?g 
provinces, it seems, she's not so dainty : there all is 
fish that comes to her net ; and she has such an amaz- 
ing appetite, that I warrant, she’d swallow even an 
old maid. — Hut dear ! dear ! how this son of mine 
loiters! the preparations for this evening’s festival 
are not half ready ; and there’s no going on without 
Willikind. 

Una. What ! a festival, Guclpho ? 

Guel. Yes, lady, and such a festival too! First, 
there’s to be a grand ballet of the seasons ; then there’s 
a splendcd banquet ; then there’s a cantata of my own 
composition, both words and music, called Bacchus 
and Ariadne : Ariadne by Signora ;Paulina, being 
her first appearance on any stage ; and 1 mean to re- 
present the Jolly God myself. 

Una. That will be charming ! 

Guel. Then r^s soon as the count arrives, my son 
Willikind is to deliver an oration, and then 

Una. Willikind deliver an oration, my good 
Guclpho ! 

Guel. Why, he begged so hard, that 1 couldn’t 
say him nay, and after all he’s my own flesh and 
blood ; — which is very strange, considering that he’s 
so stupid. 

Una. Well ! he’ll not remember a word of it. 

Guel. And so I told the puppy ; but there’s no use 
in talking to hicn.. He’s so cursed conceited^! He 
thlllks himself the wisest, wittiest — aye, and the hand- 
soflbt fellow living ; though hang me if the puppy 
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hasn’t got a face like a hatchet! I can’t think how 
he came by it ; his mother was a beauty ; and as to 
myself^ any body who looks at us enn see that he don’t 
tilke after that’s certain. 

V Una. And then his old proverbs, Giiclpho! oh 
tliosc eternal proverbs, which he never understands, 
g^rally misquotes, and always misapplies. 

And then his perpetually talking about him- 
sclf-V 1 did IhisT and “ J did ^lolherf' and 1 
zcas 

TilL\fVillioul., L.ii.) Holla! holla! down with 
the drawbridge ! It’s 1 ! 

Gucl. i, indeed! I! aye; that’s Willikind, sure 
enough. 


Enter Willikind, l.h. 

IVil So Lady Una! so Hither! Fm afraid you 
thought me long incoming; but, you know, that’s 
my old fault : as the old proverb says, Frn filways 
just in pudding time;” always a great deal too late. 

GucL There now ! a great deal too late, and just 
in pudding time ! Do, prithee, simpleton, leave otF 
those confounded proverbs, or learn to J^pply them 
properly. 

Una. Hush ! hush ! — Now tell me Willikind ; the 
count 

Wil. He's safe, and so am I! — (Crosses to cc7iire.) 
— \ ct I was at the battle. I’ll assure you — lJut I’m 
no! wounded, Lady Una, so pray do not faint, 

lina. Faint ! I was not dreaming of such a thing. — 
But did you reallt/ venture into the battle ? 

Wil. Aye, truly, and had one of the highest sta- 
tions in the army. 

Una. Indeed ! and where were you posted ? 

IViL On the top of one of the tallest trees in the 
^ihole provifice. 

Una.. Oh ! oh ! 

Wih Why, you see, I know how much distrest 
•^rou’d Jfll be if i met with any accident; so for ^owr 
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takes, as soon as the fight began, I stepped out of the 
battle info a tree. That, you know, was getting out 
of danger ; as the old proverb says, ‘‘ Out of the fry- 
ing-pan into the fire.” 

Guel. Oh, dear ! oh, dear! there’s a way of gettlnr 
out of danger ! 

TViL And there, father, I saw such fighting ! rtnd 
there the count overcame the giant of the Black \\/jck ! 
and there— the giant’s a taller man than /am, bHc then 
he’s nothing like so well made ; and fheiL^he'giant’s 

E risons were opened ; and then out came a £rowd of 
nights and princesses in chains ; and then says the 
count, (bowing his bodythus in a very graceful manner, 
which, by the bye, he learned from jne) — “ Still wear 
those chains,” said he, till they are loosened* by tire 
fair hands of my Una.” — Now, when he said, fair 
hands,” I saw oue of the princesses look extremely 
hard at mine. 

GueL Aye, to be sure ! and how far off is the 
count ? 

WiL Oh ! he’ll be here in an hour, knights, prin- 
cesses, treasures, dwarfs, giant, and all, 

GutL Bless me! and we have not rehearsed my 
Grand Dance of the Seasons! and the procession’s not 
arranged, and — run, boy ; run for the Miller’s J^ad, 
who is to act Spring: I’ll call Summer and Au- 
tumn myself. — Your pardon, lady! {Goings l.h.) 

Una, Well, master Guelpho, I wish \oiir ballet 
all possible success ; but I’m afraid, with such ani- 
mals for performers — 

Guel. Animals indeed ! I wish from my heart they 
were really animals, for then I should be sure of suc- 
ceeding, and if my performers can but get half as 
much applause as has been obtained by some animals, 
Tm sure, 1, as an author, shall think myself greatly 
obliged to them. Besides, when Orpheus brought 
out the first grand ballet that ever was produced, w-ho 
were his actors and actresses, pray ? Birds^ beasts, 
every soul of them ! 

Orpheus! Orpheus! and who was Orpheus ? 
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GueL Oh, Lord ! Oh, Lord ! what a sad thing it 
is to live with ignorant people ! who was Orpheus, 
quotha ? Listen, boy ! listen, and edify ! 

(Crosses to centre.) 

SONG* — G UBLPHO. 

Old Orpheus played 
So well, His said, 
whenever he touched his fiddle, 

Wild beasts and flocks. 

Streams, woods, and rocks 
Danc'd about to his hey-^diddle-diddle. 

Here figured out 
A tower so stout : 

There figured in a fountain : 

White a sea*port town 
The dance led down. 

And went back to back with a mountain. 

Sing tweedle-dum ! 

At his strum^strum^strum 
Forests and fields cut capers! 

Sing tweedle^dee ! 

Oh ! was not he 

The prince of cat^gut scrapers f 

See, ranged in pairs, 

Twelve dancing bears 
Go as fast as ever they can go ; 

A lively pig 
Performs a jig. 

And a graceful goose a fandango. 

While a smart he lamb. 

Introduced by a ram. 

To a fair young whale advances; 

And making a leg. 

Cries — liliss, may I beg 
^ Your Jin for the two next dances.'^ 

Sing tweedle-dum; Sec. 
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Now rage inflames 
The Thracian dames^ 

Though he brings such charming strains out. 
They lay him hzo 
With his own fiddle-how, 

And uncivilly halter his brains out. 

Than his possesl 
No musical breast 
More taste, or genius riper ; 

Yet in spile of his harp. 

And his flat and his shar p. 

Poor Orphy at last paid the piper. 

Sing tweedle-dum, cSt. 

[Exit dancing, l.h. 

WiL Hist, Lady Unu, I’ve a secret to tell you! 
Look in my Cice ! Don’t you see there a kind of pa- 
thetic melancholy — a certain mcltins: expression ? 

ijna* Why, to say the truth, Willikind, 1 never 
saw a face that expressed less. But if it could ex- 
press any thing, what would it express now ? 

fVil. That my heart — heigho! — tljat my heart — 
1 can’t help blushing — is a victim to the tender 
passion ! 

XJna, You’re in love ? That’s quite right ; and 
who is the happy — 

WiL Ah ! don’t indulge that flattering hope ! You 
arc not she, tiariiscl. You are my lord’s betrothed ; 
and, therefore, though 1 know your afiection for 
me — 

Una- Mine ? I assure you — 

WiL I know what you are going to assure me ; 1 
know that you’re ready to sacrifice wealth and dig- 
nity for me. 

Una. I’m sure, I know no such thing. 

WiL Still duty to my lord forbids my giving you 
any hope : though really I am very sorry for you ; I 
am, indeed. — ' ' 

t/wfl. An irapcrtincnl — 
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WiL However, at least my heart isn’t gone out of 
your family ; the object of my love is your widowed 
sister, the fair Clotilda. 

*Una. My sister! — {ylside.) How angry this will 
nakc her ! — Well, Willikiiid, you have all my gootl 
widies, and 1 hope you’ll not find her cruel. 

VVhy, vvitli this person and address, 1 think 
theirs little danger of cruelly. However, at all 
events:. I’ve another match as good in my eye. 

[/w^y/niars being provident. 

TViL Yes, yes ; I always take care to have more 
chances than one ; because, (as the old proverb says) 

Between two stools one’s certain of coming to the 
ground,” you know. 

Una. True ; and I hope, you’ll come to the ground, 
and verify the old proverb. 

C/o. {Without^ L.u.) In the gallery, say you ? 

Una. Hark! she comes. 

IViL Nay, I’ve no time to declare my passion now. 
So I’ll only just give her a significant glance, a soft 
sigh, or so. Mum ! she’s here. 


Enter Clotilda, l.u. 

Clo. Now then, dear Una, I come for the last time, 
WiL {Putting himself in her* way^) Charming 
Clotilda! 

Clo. {Passing him.) Your servant, Willikind, your 
servant ! — Tell me Una — 

Will. If you’ll forgive me leaving you at present— 
Clo. Oh, good fellow, only go, and I’ll forgive any 
thing 

Wil. Kind Clotilda ! I go then. 

Clo. {Impatient.) With all my heart. 

Wil. {Aside.) I go with all her heart ! Was there 
ever such a tender creature ! — Adieu then ! adieu I- — 
that last tender glance did her business ! 

L.H- 

— *€7o. Well ! certainly of all men on earth that booby 
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is the most intolerable i Now then, dear, dear Una • 
tell me for the last time, is your heart quite hardened ? 
Will you marry this odious Count Hardyknute, and 
break your vows to the amiable Oswy ? 

Una. Dear sister, all that you can urge in Oswys 
favour my own heart repeats me twenty times in the 
day, and twenty times more forcibly. — But wb^n 1 
am with the count, an indescribable emotion- -a se- 
cret charm so strongly enthralls me that — 

C/o. A charm indeed ! that charm is his» wealth, his 
|X)wer — 

Una. And grant, it were so: can you reasonably 
expect me to sacrifice for the son of a poor harper a 
rich and potent sovereign, who is besides a great hero, 
and the handsomest man in the whole province ? 

Cfo. Cruel, ungrateful Una ! 

Una. Nay, sister, it matters little what I do ; to- 
thing pleases you, since you lost your dumb favourite, 
your little Leolyn. 

Clo, Now there again, Una ! Dumb ! — when you 
know w ell, that he's not dumb, and that a fiimoiis 
physician assured me that at iiuie or ten years old the 
boy would recover his speech by some violent exer- 
tion, for (hat he was only tongue-tied I Dear, dear 
Leolyn ! Ah, were he but here now — Ilere^ did 1 say 
—in the power of Hardyknute ? Oh, no ! for the 
world’s w'eabh w'oUld 1 not have him here ! 

Una. No? and wherefore — 

Clo. Hush! — Softly! — You shall now know my 
reasons for dreading this count, whom all others love 
and admire. But be secret — 

Una. As the grave. 

Clo. Know then, my late husband was a vassal on 
these domains. A month hud not elapsed since the 
lojst count’s death, when one winter’s night — the 
storm was loud — (he snow fell thick — the hail clat- 
tered against the casements — I was alone — Suddenly, 
amidst the pauses of the tempest, 1 heard the voice of 
oomplaint at my cottage-door ! I flew to open it !— 
tier dishevelled hair streaming in the blast, and ber 
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thin night-clothes damp and heavy ivith the falling 
snow, there stood the widowed Countess Alexina, and 
clf^ped her shivering baby to her bosom. 

Una, Good heavens 1 

^Clo, “ Save him/’ she cried ; “ I fear for his life ; 
1 feer that Hardyknutc is a villain, and that poison from 
his Jknd has already sent my husband to the grave. 
Fly tllen, Clotilda ! oh ! fly, and save my child !” The 
danger Alarmed me — I trembled — 1 hesitated — when 
the child raised his blue eyes, past one little arm round 
my neck, and hid his chilled cheek in my bosom. 1 
hesitated no longer ; I sank on ray knees ; — ‘‘ Sweet 
cherub,” I exclaimed, while I have life. I’ll live to 
guard thee !^’ I swore to love him dearly as my own 
child ; and 1 have kept my oath, heaven knows that 1 
have kept it. 

Una. And the countess— 

Clo, Regained the castle, as privately as she left it, 
and spread the report, that the child had been stolen 
by the Wood Dosmon. But Hardyknute, who, by 
Count Uuric’s bequest, then succeeded to these do- 
mains, believed not the tale ; he sought for the boy 
every where, but I eluded his vigilance. Soon after 
the countess died, and then did 1 become Leolyn’a 
only mother ! v 

iJna. Leolyn ? 

Clo, Y es, Una ! that little tongue-tied Leolyn, whom 
the gypsies stole from me, and in search of whom we 
were wandering when seized by the giant Hacho ; 
that very Leolyn is the rightful Lord of Holstein.— 
Now, then, you know all ; know, that this villain Har- 
dyknute — 

Una, Nay, dear Clotilda: 1 only know, that the 
countess suspeciedhxm of crimes, but not that he cohi- 
mitted them. Oh I ’tis impossible ! He seems so kind, 
so benevolent ! Besides, my gratitude for his services— 

C7o. Gratitude? Una, Una! ’Tis your ambition, 
your vanitv — 

Un a, AJi ! good Clotilda, chide no longer, since 
you must chide in vain — {The Bugle and 
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hark ! the warder gives the signal, that the count’s 
banners are descried advancing — oh ! let me hasten to 
the loftiest tower, and delight ray eyes with the glo- 
ries of my triumphaht hero ! Come, sister, come. 

L.H, 

Clo. Go then, vain, inconstant girl ; be greats be 
envied, and be wretched : go, and be a fresh example, 
that clolh of gold often Aides a wounded heavt, but 
never Ara/s it. 


BALLAD. — Cloti lda. 

JVo form i£)as so fair ^ and no heart was so light 
As EllerCs^ the villager's daughter : • 

The Lord of the Glen^ he was charmed at her sights 
And a ring set with rubies he brought her. 
To-niorrozVy^^ he whispered^ when matins are rungy 
A priest shall be waiting^^ — thus said he; 

And the villager's daughter, she smiled and she sung. 
To-morrow, then, makes me a lady /” 

Now FAlen has been but a fortnight a bride; 

Rich jewels her robes are adorning : 

But diamonds and satin in vain seek to hide 
Her grief for her haughty lord'^s scorning. 

His love, it was cooled; from his castle he rode; 

NofarewpUto Ellenor said he; 

But he lejt her forlorn with reproaches to load 
The morning, which made her a lady. 

GueL (Within, l.h.) This way, friends! this way, 
if you please. 

Clo. Now then ; what makes old Guclpho seem so 
gay? 


Enter Guelpho, l.h. 

Gz/e/.- Oh! Lady, here are the rarest follows ar- 
rived — 

And what are they ? 
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Gueh Nay, they shall tell you that themselves I — 
Come in, fri&nds ; come in. 

EnterOswY^ Karl, and Rupert, l.ii. 

GueL {Aside to them.) Salute her very respect- 
fully ; her good word is worth having in this castle. 
(Aside.) Oh heaven ! ’Tis she ! 

62^0/. ’Tis madam Clotilda, the sister of my lord’s 
intende d bride. 

Oswy. ^Aside.) His bride? then my worst fears 
are verified. 

Clo, Now then, strangers ; who are you, and whence 
come you ? 

GLEE. — Oswy, Karl, and Rupert. 

Minstrels three^ 

Lady^ are we : 

Hither we come from aver the sea^ 

With jest and glee^ 

And minstreUsie 

From sorrow and care your souk ' to free, 
OsWY. 

Songs of love 

Your heart shall move ! 

Karl. 

Songs of war and of ckival-rie 
Shm swell on your ear ! 

TRIO. 

Then welcome us here^ 

And music and mirth shall your guerdon be. 

For minstrds three^ S^c. 

"CVo. Minstrels, you seem masters of your art, and 
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doubtless, will be welcome to those, w hose hearts are 
more disposed to mirth than mine — G^aelpho, take 
good care of them. 

Gt/ef, Nay, madam Clotilda, you need not bid me 
do that : why, they are the very men, whom 1 wanted 
to complete my orchestra — Follow, friends ! Follow ! 
this way — this way. [ E.rit withKarl and Rupert^ b.h. 

Osity. She is alone ! — Clotilda^— / 

Clo. (Turning.) That voice — ’tis he ! ’tis surely 
Oswy ! 

Oswi/. Clotilda, I am distracted — -juih^e on my 
return to onr village what 1 suffered on hearing, that 
yourself and Una had disappeared a month before- 
wild with alarm I set forth in search ofyou ; my en- 
quiries were long fruitless : at length rumour told me 
that the Count of Holstein was on the point of marry- 
ing a peasant gill ; and the report of her beauty con- 
vinced me that she must be Una. Oh ! tell me, Clo- 
tilda, is she detained here by force or inclination ? Is 
Una faithless, or is the count a tyrant ? 

Clo. Unfortunate Oswy, how shall I answer yon— 
IJardykiiule has offered his hand — 

Oswi/. And Una — 

Clo. Alas ! Una has accepted it ! 

Oswy. Oh ! false, false girl ! — and can she then so 
soon have forgotten 

Clo. No, Oswy, no ; she gladly would forget you, 
but she cannot. Hardyknute has dazzled her eyes, 
has enchantf'd her fancy, but her heart is still your 
own 

Osziot/. Then lead me lo her. Let me fall at her 
feei : let me implore her — 

Clo At present that were impossible — too many 
eyes observe her : but she ever passes the hour of 
noon alone in a retired pleasure- garden — thither will 
I soon conduct you, and perha|>s the sight of your af- 
fliction, of your despair may — Some one comes: our 
further conference may create suspicion — Fannvcll, 
dear Oswy, till I send for you, the beauties of tjiis cas- 
tle and gardens may beguile your time — Now then 
and count upon Clotilda’s friendship. 
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Oswf/, The beauties of these gardens ? — Ab S iu 
that monient^whcn Una became faithless^ nature lost 
all her charms for Oswy ! 

SONG.— OswY 

Ijucid streams so senthj flowing 

Spread their chryslal charms in vain! 

'Gales o'er beds of roses hlozQing^ 

Ah ! you hut increase my pain, 

« 

Since my mistress hade me, term her 
One^ tv ho hnoios not faith to keep, 

Gales have only breathy to murmur^ 

Streams have only drops to weep, 

SCENE III. — The outside of the Castle^ zvith a 
drawbridge in the back ground. 

fJuKLPiio, Paulina, and Peasants discovered. 

GneL {Forming the peasants into groupes.) There 
now ! Very well — Paulina, no gigi^bng ! lie serious 
and graceful, and make me your model-.— Now thciu 
you all dance on — 

Fnter Willikini>, l.u. 

IFil. Yes, and now you may all dance oiT, for there 
can be no ballet to-night — Poor litlle Spring has got 
the incazles ! 

Gael. Bless my soul ! — But is then' no expedient — 

ff'Ht. There is! 1 have it! — I’o oblige yow, Til 
personate Spring myself, 

Gael. Psha! Psha! 

IFil. Why not ? Every body says, that I’m ex- 
tremely blooming ! 

GiieL Do hold your tongue, booby ! I declare I’m 
90 exed — 

_.Pau. Now only hear me. Master Guclpho— you 
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see yon little gypsy boy ? He came to my cottage this 
morning, and I warrant, will answer ybur purpose ^ 
excelJently : hs plays to perfection on the guitar, and 
can dance, I doubt not— hark ye, litlle friend ! — step 
hither ! 

Enter Leolyn a gttilar^ n.ii. He salutes the 
CQinpani/, 

GueL My pretty lad, (he looks the very thing !) we 
want you to take a part in a grand ballet thia cveniiig. 
Can you dance plays and dances^) — Ex- 

cellent ! He’ll do ! he’ll do. 

WiL Yes, yea — this puts all to rights again; and 
now (as the old proverb says) “ All’s the fat’s in the . 
fire !” Every thing’s just as it ought to be. 

GueL You’ll soon learn your part ; but you must be 
very attentive — {Leolyn makes signs of assent,) — 
Why don’t you speak then ? 

Pau* Ah ! poor fellow ! He don’t know how to 
speak! ,, 

fViL No ? No ? OliT what an ignorant little boy ! 
Why, when / was no higher than that, I could speak 
as w ell as but then to be sure, 1 was a genius ! 

Pau. Aye ; but this poor lad is dumlj. 

WiL Yes, yes ; this poor lad is dumb ! 

GueL (Out of patience,) Oh ! I wish from my heart 
that you were dumb too! 

WiL you ? How cruel to society. 

{Leolyn makes signs,) 

GueL What does he mean now ? 

Pau* My life on’t, he means, that though he can’t 
speak, he can write. 

GueL Indeed ! then inform us, my boy, who you 
arc, and what brings you hither — there’s a pencil for 
you — 

WiL {Crossing to Leolyn,) And there’s a bit of' 
ass’s akin : it’s very useful, and Fm never without 
ass’s skin about me. You needn’t return it; 1 give 
U ypu as a keep*sake ; and now, whenever you lo ok 
^^biat ass’s skin, you’ll always be sure to think on me. 
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GtteL Aw, I warrant him! Now then, what^has 
. lie written J — ‘‘ I stolen front my nto^ 

^ther^ hy gypsie^^ from whom I have just escaped, ^ 1 
\m nozi) wandt ring homezeards : have pity on me^ kind 
gentlefolks,^^ — Aje, marry will we, and help you to 
find your mother into tlic bargain — but now to business! 
To your places, girls ! What, giggling again, Pau- 
lina*^ Fic, fie, fie! As 1 said before, you ail dance 
on — 


Enter Clotilda, l.h. 

Clo. Guelpho, are the minstrels — Heavenly powers ! 
Lcolyn !— My child — my darling ! 

{She embraces him ) 

tiueL Leolyn ? Bless my heart ! Madam Clotilda’s . 
lost child, 1 protest. 

Clo, (In rapture.) Una, Una! Come down, I 
say ! — rKissme again and again, my dearest ! Oh ! I’m 
the happiest creature. — (Trumpet sounds^) — Hark ! 
what’s that? 

Enter Rolf on the bridge^ r.h. 

Rolf. Down with the draw-bridge : the count ap- 
proaches. ( The dr aze^bridge falls.) 

Clo. The count ? 

GueL Now, boy ! now for your oration ! I hope 
you’re perfect in it ! 

JViU I warrant* you ! 

{All hasten croerthe drawbridge from l ii.) 

Clo. We are undone ! If Hardyknute once sees the 
boy— Una 5 Why, Una, I say ! 

* Enter Una from the Castle^ l.h. 

Clo. Save him ! Oh ! save him, save him ! 

IJna.^ Leolyn here ? Dear, dear Leolyn I 

{Embracing him.) 


c 
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C/o. Here! In Hardyknute’s power ! What must 
1)6 done, Uha ? Oh ! think of something quickly ! 

Una. Nay, be calm ; pcrhans the count may not 
recoffnize 

Cio. He will ! he must — his likeness to his parents — 
but above all, this bloody arrow stamped by nature on 
his wrist, a iiiaik well known to Hard^knute — and 
hark ! they are at hand ! Oh ! I’ll away with the boy 
this instant ! {Goings li.n.) 

Una. Stay, stay ! your flight would excite suspi- 
cion — 

Clo. (Wringing her hands.) It would so! — It 
would so ! 

Cna, You would be pursued, brought back — 

Clo. And then his ruin is certain ! — Oh ! dc.ir, 
deal boj — 

Una. I ha\e it! In my chamber there’s a closet 
concealed in the wall, and poosibly unknown even to 
the count himself Hide the boy there, and affirm 
that he’s gone hick to the gypsies. 

Clo. liight! (yoine, come, my darling ! — Y'^et hold ! 
— If llardjkimte should suspect — should search — 
(Trumpet^ R.ii.) — He comes* — he comes ! — Tly Una, 
ily, oh ! fly ! \^Eieini(, l.h. 

u! Procession enters over the bt idge^ n ii. — GyEL- 
VHO, WiLLiKiND, RoLF, P aulin A, and 

Warriors — Knights and Ladies in chains — Dwarfs^ 
bearing gigantic armour — Hacho, held hy foui 
Squirts^ and struggling to break his chains . — 
lVh(7i all are arranged in front, Hardj/knute ap- 
pears on the bridge in armour. 

CHORUS. — (While he descends.) 

Shout ^ Holstein, shout! with jot/ and pride, 

Behold your lord approaching nigh; 

And sptead the hero's fame as wide. 

As waves can waft, or winds can Jly. 
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RECiTATI VE. — Uardyknute, 

Arty, cease mt/ peoph I though our foe^s in chains ^ 
Small glorj/ hy his fall the victor gains : 

II c netds must conqurr^ who his faulchion draws^ 

Foi ;/>///( ’s xengeance^ and in beauty^ s cause ! 

SON(; AND CHOflUS. 

Haiidyknutb. 

Tell me^ my friends: let every man reply ^ 

Who boasts a heart with human feelings stored; 
What would you do^ should injured virtut fiy^ 

To claim icdrcss^ and safety from your szoord/ 

CHORUS. • 

TVage the fight 
In virtuous rights 
’ 7 V// life's last drop were poUred / 

Hardyknufk. 

But oh! what would youdo^ brave warriors j say. 
Should you behold the maid your soul adored^ 

By lawless ruffians seized and borne away. 

While heaven and you for aid her shrieks implored. 

CHORUS. 

Wage the fight 
In virtue's right, 

'Till life's last drop were poured^ 

Gael, Now, boy ! Now for the oration ! I’ll prompt 
>00 — don’t be aft'aid. 

Wil . (L.ii.) I afraid indeed! — (Crosses to Har- 
dl/Plittte^) — Hem, hem, hem ! — ^^.Most mighty lord ! 

c ^ 
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w hich shall I praise most, your valour in P|;*acc, or your 
\iriuesin war ? In war, 1 behold in' Sou a perfect/ 
Nero r 

GueL Hero. 

WiU Hero! Your countenance produces on your 
foes the effect of— of— of— ” 

QucL Of Medusa’s head ! 

WiL Of a goose’s* head !” 

GutL {Out of patience^) Oh dear! 

WiL ‘K)li dear! So that — so that — w|i^ii I be- 
liold you — (Prompt father, prompt!) 1 ieci — I feel — ” 
GueL 1 feel tempted — 

WiL ‘‘ I feel tempted — ” 

GueL To exclaim — 

WiL “ To exclaim”— 

Gffcl, Oh ! was there ever such a blockhead ? 

WiL Oh ! was there ever such a blockhead.” 
liar. Really ? Is that in the speech, Guelpho i 
GueL Dear heart, no, my lord ! — {Crosses to Hat,) 
— but ni read you the speech mjself— Most high 
and mighty — 

liar, Itnccdsnot,goodGueIpho. Ifl deserve praise, 
let me rend it in the eyes of my subjects. Not that I 
conquered, forms ray glory ; but that I conquered in 
the cause of justice: sceptres arc only valuable, when 
extended to bless ; and if ever 1 sighed to possess un- 
bounded power, it was that 1 might confer unbounded 
blessings ! 

WiL {Aside.) I couldn’t have said it better my- 
self! 

Har. Then speak no more of thanks or gratitude ! 
If my people are happy, 1 am rewarded amply: life 
i's only dear to me, while it enables me to protect you ; 
and when I die, be this my purest praise and proudest 
epitaph, Here lies the sovereign of a happy peo- 
ple.” 

WH, Oh ! fine, fine ! Oh! eloquence, what a trea- 
sure art thou ; .and how truly says the old proverb — 

Fine words butter no parsnips !” 

Har, But where is Una? Why comes nut my 
Jovcly bride ? 
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CHORUS. 


She comcs^ she comes in all her charms 
JFith sparkling eyes and open arms. 


DVO^Enter Una, l.h. 

Una. Once moi e these eyes behold thee 
Returned from conquests goal! 
Har, Once more these arms enfold thee^ 
Fair sovereign of my soul! 

Una. {Croicning him with laurel.) 

Behold this wreath rActorious; 

This wreath thy brow shall wear, 
liar. Ah if this wreath is glorious y 
'2’w that you placed it there. 

Duo. While on thy } ST® ■*«§■> 

C My looks my love declare ! ■> 
t Thy fame I seem to share 1 j 

CHORUS. 


Now swell the Chorus, praising 
The hero and the fair. 


( Una unbinds the knights and Ladies — IIiu ho 
breaks from his guards, and threatens Una. 
but is seized again, and thrown on the ground 
^Una and Ja ardyknute are exalted on the 
bmklers; while Haeho lies at their feet, and 
* the rest form a groupe round them ) 


END OF ACT 1« 


c 3 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I . — The stage is Jilted with brilliant douds; 
in the centre of which sits Auriol, (the guardian 
genius of Hohtein) extending his spear towards 

Unn^ who h sleeping on a hank^ ii.ii. 

* * 

Auhiol, (Speaking.) 

While here you sleeps hy noon-tide heat opprest^ 
Lof HolstcMs guardian quits the realms of rest^ 
By wauting dy earns your menial sio^htto dear — 
Rise<. mystic xisions ; shadowy forms ^ appear! 

“CHORUS. (Behind the scenes.) Appear — appear! 

(The cloud beneath Auriol opens; Leolyn is seen 
kneeling and chained to a brazen pillar; near 
him stands Sangrida, grasping a bloody dag- 
ger.) 

Auriol. In mystic chaim this costless heir you seCy 

Chainsyfrom which none but you his limbs can 
free ! * 

On you his fate depends^ his hope relies ; 
Darcy and he lives ! he timorous^ and he die v / 

Chorus. Darcy Unoydare! 

(The clouds on each side open; the shade of Ru~ 
ric appears on l.h. side ; that of Alexina on 

R.H.) 

Auriol. The shades of those^ who gave him birthy 
behold J . 

Oh ! save their son; Una, be bold ! be hpld ! 

A mother^ s love endures beyond the grave; 

A mother pleads : Oh Vnuj heaVy and soot. 
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(Chorus. llsat\ Una, heSf 

'V * 

^ (The clouds open above, and show on each side 
o f Auriol four children in while, crowned with 
powers, and all pointing to a wosjind upon the 
heart,) 

Auriol, *Twas almost OneV'" — the assassirCs dag- 

ger gleamed! 

^n the Wood DeemorCs shrine their heart- 
blood streamed! 

lAke them this castle's heir is doomed to 
bleed. 

Unless his hands from chains by thine are 
freed. 

Then scorn all selfish doubts; subdue all 
dread; 

Free thou the living; he'll avenge the dead. 
Chorus, Dare, Una, dare! 

Auriol, Footsteps approach! Away! the spell T 
break ! 

Una, from magic dreams awake^ awake ! 
Chorus, Wake, Una, wake! 

( The children disappear on both sirfes ; Leolyn, 
Sangrida, Ruric, and Alexina sink ; the spi- 
rits ascend, and the clouds dispersing, the stage 
now represents a flower-garden surrounded, 
with bowers of gilt trellis,) 

Una, {Waking in a fright, and throwvig herself 
on her knees,} AH good spirits guard me ! — Bk*ss me, 
where am [ ? The garden — these bowers — simpkjtoTi 
that 1 am ; after ail then it was only a dream I Poor 
Leolyn’s danger was the last thing in my thoughts, 
when sleep surprised me on yonder bank; old 
Guelplko told me this morning a strange story about 
terribje dmmon, who is said to steal away children ; 
ill my dream 1 have confused them all toge- 
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tber in the strangest manned; yet, in tru^l., it was so 
terrible, that I tremble still! — Oh, my^ood lord ! 

Enter Harpyknutc, l.h. 

jffar. My love ! ray Una ! for a few minutes I 
have broken from my council, to tell }ou once more, 
bow ardently — But why is this? }ou arc pile! }ou 
look terrified! Safeunderm> protection, hat dtiiigeis 
can alarm the betrothed of Hard^knutc ? 

Una. In (ruth, ’twasamerc trifle — an idle dream ; 
at the moment the impression was terrible, but now 
all is forgotten : I see^ozr, and feel that I am safe — 
that I am happy ! 

Hot. Oh that you were so ! but no, Una, no ; you 
are not happy. That air of hesitation, those anxious 
eyes, which fear to encounter mine, betray too plainly 
that some mystery — something which you would fain 
conceal from me. 

Una» Nay, now, my lord, you wrong me. I have 
told you all ; have laid my whole heart before you. 
You know, that Oswy loved me even from my child- 
hood, and that till 1 knew 1 believed it impos- 
sible that / should ever love any but Oswy. I own, 
that he is in all things your inferior : i/ou arc a sove- 
reign, Ac a poor Har|:ier’s son ; in every talent, in every 
merit you rise far above him : but 1 cannot forget 
that he gave me his heart, and that I have broken it ; 
but 1 know well, that my falsehood must have made him 
wretched; and while 1 remember that Oswy is 
wretched, can 1 be quite happy myself?— Oh, no! 
poor Oswy ; never, never ! 

Har. (Aside.) Confusion ! In vain does the magic 
charm exert its influence : in vain docs her sex’s va- 
nity dazzle and mislead her senses. Her heart is still 
faithful, and bids defiance to my spells. {Aside.) 

Una^ You frown, my lord ? you turn from me ? — 
4||l if 1 have displeased you — if your love for me has 
jBbd to exist — 

J/flr. Ceased ? — Ah I be assured, Una, Ihjvl 4hc 
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heart whith has once borne your chains can never 
break them, ii^ver! In the moment when 1 first be- 
held you, 1 felt that I beheld in you the mistress ol 
Wy fate ; I have sworn to love you through existence, 
and here at your feet I solemnly repeat that oath ; 
•while I have life I can live for none but Una, 


AIR. — Hardyknute. 

Whethirngaz" d on a beautiful face. 

Or a form which my fanby approv'd, 

I was pleased with its sweetness and grace^ 
And falsely believed that I lord'd. 

But my hearty though 1 stroroe to deceive y 
The imposture it would not allow; 

1 could look, I cepdd likcy I could leave ; 
But 1 never could love— till now ! 


Yet though I from others could rove. 

Now hdrbour no doubt of my truth ! 

Those fames wdte not lighted by love /— 

They were kindled by folly and youthm 
But no longer of reason bereft^ ' 

On your handy that pure altar y I vow, 

Though Tve looked, and have lik'd, and have left, 
That I never have loved — ^till now} . 

iJwter Clotilda o/id Os\ty, l.h.u.k. 

Clo. (To Oswy.) Here is the place. At this liour 
the count is accustomed to give audience to his coun- 
sellors, and we are certain to find Una here alone i 
now then, Oswy, exert all the eloquence of love : 
awaken her from her vain-glortous dream, and con- 
vince her that — 

Nar. Now, fair Clotilda — 

Qlo. Good heavens ! the count — 

//ar. What brings you hither, and who acanii- 
panies you ? 

lord- -1 came-r-I wished — ^j'oiir pardon^ 
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1 thought yon had been engaged elsewhei^^ or should 
not have intruded^ ^ 

Har, Since it pi’oenres ua your presence, I rejoicty 
at your mistake. But uhat youth is yondei ? By his 
garb he bhould be a unnsirel. 

CVb. He is so* a aandcring minstrel, and one who 
excels in his art. — But vie intrude; peimit us to 
retire. 

* Har. By no means; Una is partial to the lays ot 
minstrels, and all her tastes are mine: wel^^ uy Ins 
skill. But where then is his harp ^ 

Oswy, ’Tis near at hand : with jour perinishiou — 
{Gois to the hack of the s!au^( . L.ii.c.r. at tf 
mal.es a sig«: two sen aids biiHii tu the haip^ 
and retii c, l n ) 

. Una. (Aside.) Heavenly poweis! that \oice— ’tis 
lie ! Yes, yes, ’tls Oswy ! 

Hai. Now then, good fellow! — Be seated, fair 
Clotilda • here is your place. 

Clo. My lord, you honont me — {In a low voice to 
Oswi;^ as she passes him.) — Be on youi guard, for 
Heaven’s sake ! 

Oswy. Fear not ! 

Har. {Seated on the banky,R.n between Una and 
Ch'ilda.) Now begin. 

B VLJjAD, — Oswy, on l ii. 

Oh! nature is sweet when the sun gilds each fea- 
tU7c ; 

And sued is the nightingale's lay in the giove ; 
Ahd swiet are the bean-ficlds in blossom; but sweeter 
The lips of a virgin ax^ouing her love, 
f ome knew a maid^ of form so lAre, 

That for beauty with hers could none compare ; 

And this maid had a lover ^ a fonder was ne'er ; 

And the youth was true as the maid was fair. 

Sing^ twang twang lango dillo ! 

Sing^ lango twang dillo twang d ee± 
Oh! bring me a branch of the wUk^ / 
The willow's the wreath foi ?ne. 
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Oh^ lighUare thc^I umbers of Sylphs upon roses; 

And light is the hlue^btll that W(xves on the wall; 
And light is 'the down that on ether reposes ; 

jiut, maiden^ thy heart was still lighter than alL 
That she never icouhl change^ how oft she said,, 

^Till her life it should fail, or his love should fade; 
And yet ere a twelvemouth its circle had made, 

^ The maiden was false, and the youth betrayed! 

Sing, twang twang lango dido, S;c, 

{Ati the end of the song- a semmt enters, e,ii. 
and whispers Hardy knute,) 

liar, 1 come ! — {The servant goes — Min- . 

sf rel^ your voice and instrument please me well ; but He 
upon your biillad. A damsel lair and false ? Oh, ’tis 
imfKJSsible ! Lovely women never can be in the wrong, 
and mistresses are never faithless except when lovers 
are undeserving. — My Una, for one hour 1 must leave 
you; Oh, hoyr unwillingly ! Meanwhile, good min- 
strel, be it your task, to beguile her time with some 
more pleasing difty. Paint to this fair one a pas^siou 
the tenderest and the warmest; a piussion which sees 
no beauties on earth, except in the object beloved ; a 
passion which knows lio bounds, except the end of 
life ! Paint this truly ; paint this strongly ; and then 
add, that such is the passion which burns in my heart 
for her ! [Exit, L.ii. 

Clo. At length he leaves us ! — He’s out’ of sight — 
Now then, Una, have you not guest already ? 

Una. 4 j h, yes, dear sister, I guess but too well what 
you would tell me ! ^Tis Oswy, who now — 

Oswy, Yes, ’tis Osvvy ; the wretched Oswy, whom 
the assurance of your falsehood has driven to despair ! 
— {Crosses to “"Nay, listen, to me, Una; turn 

not away ; hear nie, I implore you not to violate those 
vows which you^have so often swdrn, nor to iKirter 
tor empty rank and gaudy splendour, the alfcctioii 
of one, who would not have exchanged for the 
vlvtu’Ad of the wide universe. Break your vows, Una, 
iiijfl wul.'them you break ray heart. c 6 
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Una. {Greatly agitated.^ Oswy, in pitj — 1 con- 
jure you, I impiore jou — 1 kpow not what to say or 
do! 

Oswy. Nay, speak, dear Una : let me at least iiedr 
my destiny from your own lips ; say then, will you be 
the falsest of women? will }ou make me the most 
wretched of men ? 

Una. {Giving him her hand.) No, Oswy, no; my 
heart — my unshaken affection 


Enter Rolf with servants, r.h. bearing presents. 


l?o//'.Lady ! — {All start in confusion.) — Indeed! so 
close ? (Aside.) 

Clo. {Recovering herself.) Now then, friend, }our 
business ? 

Rolf. {Kneeling to Vna.) Lady, the Count of Hol- 
stein intrcats you to honour him b} wearing this 
chain of jewels to which his portrait is suspended. 

Vna. Jewels? Oh, the fathers ! 

Rolf These costly robes also, which wc»re found in 
the fortress of the Black Rock, are intended for your 
use, (Aside.) There’s soinething suspicious about 
that minstrel; I’ll apprise my lord and— (To the str- 
vants.y — follow me. [Exit, l.h. 

Vna. {Having pul on the chain.) Well, 1 never 
saw any thing so beautiful ! 

Clo. Oh vanity, vanity! 

Oswy. Una,* jou were saying— 

Cna. {Still admiring the jewels.) Whj, yes, Oswy, 
I was saying, that though my regard for you is unal- 
tered — (how they glitter) — still gratitude to the 
count — (they’ll be the very thing with mj green vel- 
vet robe and petticoat)— still gratitude, I say, Oswy, 
gratitude — 

Oswy. You have said enough, Una, and I will 
trqpble you no more. Farewell ! 1 go with a break- 
ing heart ; but till it quite breaks, that heart shall 
ndver cease to love you ; and should you ever need a 
refuge, remember, that in spite of all your 

of Oswy shall be ever open to reOLive you. 
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BIt-ss youY Una, bless you, bless you ! (Goingy u.h.) 

Clo» Cruel girl ! and will you then suffer him to 

go? 

^ ** tfna. No, Oswy, no ; your reproaches, your tears 
air not lobe supported. They have recalled me to 
myself; the illusion is dispelled ; and I now feel that 
the wealth of uorlds could never repay me for the 
^hAs.ofyour affection. Then let us fly this instant; 

Oswy, away ! Til follow you through the 

Olid, 

Oswj/. {Falling at her feet.) Heavenly Una! 

Enter Hardyknute, l.h., with attendants'. 

liar. How, at her feet ? — Insolent minstrel ! 

Una. The count here ? 

Clo. Lost! undone! 

Una. Rise, Oswy, rise, and fly ! 

JIar. Oswy? Nay, then, 1 guess the rest. Per- 
fidious girl ! and have you then dared to bring into 
my very castle—^ 

Una. Oh, no! In truth, I knew not of his com- 
ing. 1 am innocent, indeed 1 am; and Oswy too is 
innocent, unless it be a crime that he loves me too 
well : — then for pity’s sake spare, oh, spare — 

/fa?\ Una, retire. Who waits? Conduct the 
Lidy to her chamber. 

Una. 1 go, my lord ! But poor Oswy — his life — 
only promise that you will not — nay, fiown not ; I 
obey! — Oswy, farewell !— Oh ! heavens! farcncll — 
for ever ! [ Etrit with attendant s , r . ii . 

liar. And you, presiimptudus Harper, who dare 
still to lift your hopes to the bride of the Count of 
Holstein, hence from my domains this instant, and 
^uiiik my scorn, which cannot stoop so low as to 
fkimple on a worm so wretched ! ^ 

^ Oswy. I shall obey your bidding ; but ere I go, 
“^ki/bw,, haughty lord— 

Har. {Furious.) How? 

heed him not, good my lord! — he is 
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wretched— he is distracted — he knows not f what he 
says !— Oh, silence, Oswy, silence ! 


:TRIO. — Hardykncjtk, Oswr, and Clotilda. 


Doubt mt^ 1 know my danger ! 

Blood must your wrath asst4agt ! 
^Tis thou daring slrangety 
That scorn o'er comes m}i.. age, 
' Clo. (To Oswy,) Oh I heed my friendly toarning ! 
(To II ai,) Oh ! curb your fury^ scorning 
So mean a war to wage I 
Let Me your wrath assuage,^ 
liar. Begone then^ slave^ 

C/o. (To Oswij,) Nay, silence, friend n 
Oswy. let hear me! 

No threats my soul shall bend ! 
Oswy and Clo. Oh ! love^ thou best consoler^ 

To aid I I cause^ descend ! 


Oswy. 

mr. 


liar. 

TRIO. 

Clo. 


How dares this harping stroller 
With Holstein's lord contend ^ 
The bonds of reason slighting 
Pride, fury, love, i i, 

Tear, pity^ hatcy % 

^ll in my breast fightings 
And join my sold to rend. 
\^Eoc€UtU Hardyknute k.h. and Oswy^ l.ii. 


Clo, For all this I’ll not despair. ’Tis certain Una 
still loves Oswy in her "heart, however vanity may 
mislead her in his absence. She was even on the point 
of following him ; and, perhaps, if he could but obtain 
another interview. Aye but how is that to be ma- 
naged ? 


Enter Paulina and Rolf, l.ii.u.e. \ 

. No, Rcdf, 1 couldn’t have believed th>t^ou 
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M^ould haVe the heart to do any thing so ill-natured* 
A lover yourself, and yet betray a lover ? Poor dear 
good-looking young man ! — It was monstrous of you, 
USolT, and that’s the truth of it. ^ 

Itoff. And haven’t I told yon twenty times that 
I’Ai heartily vexed, and what can a man say more ? 
— Madam Clotilda, deign to listen ; for ^ou can 
sometimes; as to Paulina, she can do nothing 
buNtfilk. 

Cfb. Now, good fellow, be brief, what would you 
say ? 

Holf. Why, truly, that I have committed a blun- 
d(‘r, and should be glad from the very bottom of my 
heart to have it in my power to repair it. — In short, 
’twas 1 who discovered the disguised muistrel to the 
count : but if I had known him for an injured lover, 
I’d rather have bitten my tongue in half than have 
sulFcrcd it to blab a syllable on the subject. Now 
then, Madam Clotilda, if in reparation 1 can render 

this poor Oswy any service 

Clo. Wortliy llolf, you may render him the great- 
est ! Only introduce him secretly into the castle, 
keep him there concealed till midnight, and then 
coiiduct him to my apartment. Follow him with- 
out delay ; this ring will assure him of your fidelity, 
an^-^ — 


Pau. Oh, haste, Ilolf, haste; he’s not yet out of 
sight. 

'Rolf* 'Tis enough ! Farewell, Madam Clotilda, 
and depend on our best services, [£j7«7, l.u, 

Clo. Kind friends, I thank you, and so farewell — 
Now then to Leolyn, [_Exit^ ii.u* 


SCENE II . — A Gothic Chamber. 


Enter Willikind, l-u.d. 

What can they have done with him? The 
3 <)y’B npt to be found high or low, and without him 
hei|b can be no ballet, that’s certain. My adored 
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^otilda Hays that he lias run away again/'and gone 
back to the gj^sies : but I saw her carry him into this 
room, and 1 am positive that he must be hid some- 
where near it. 


more 


Clo. {f^ithouty L.ii.D.) Nay, ] know no 
about him than yourself. 

WiL That’s she, and she’s coming hither. Sup- 
pose I should hide myself, and walch her? Nd*. 
there’s a brilliant thought! Weil, to be sure, m;^'ln- 
^lention never fails me at a pinch. — Mura ! 

[Retires^ r.ii.u.e.) 


Enter Clotilda, / o//oi2?cd G urlpiio, l.u.d. 

Clo. Now, good Guelpho, be satisfied ; 1 have not 
seen him these two hours ; and 1 am terribly afraid 
that he has run away again with his old associates, 
the gypsies. 

GueL Heaven forbid ! In that case, what would 
become of ray grand ballet ? 

Clo. Oh ! you must substitute something else in the 
place of it. 

6uel. As if any thing else could be half as good ! 
Madam Clotilda^ ^ respect for an au- 

thor’s feelings ! To be sure, there’s my grand Can- 
tata of Bacchus and Ariadne — T 

Clo. Twill be the very thing, and, 1 dare* say, is 
much better thrm the ballet. 

GueL Why, asHo that, you shall judge youhelf: 
luckily I have the principal scene in my pocket, 
and 

Clo. {Aside.) Oh, mercy on me, now, there’s no 
stmping him ! 

Gucl. Aye, here it is ! Hem ! hem ! hem ! 

Clo. (Aside.) 1 believe I had better let him read 
his verses at once, and then he’ll go away. ^ 

GueL I suppose you know that Arjadno-? — 

Clo. Oh, Lord 1 1 know nothing at all about her 
’ Don’t you? then I’ll tell you her whole 
Hf from beginning to end. 
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Clo. IVfWy, hang the story ! Do read away, and 
have done. 

GueL {Aside.) Dear, dear, how impatient she is 
to Tiehr my verses ! — Now then, you are to suppose 
me that unfortunate princess, just deserted by her 
lover, and wandering on the sea-beat rock in her 
niglit-gown, with a white pocket-handkerchief in her 
— thus she begins : {Reading.) 

love! my love! oh! gentle zephyrs say 
Did The^eusy god-like TheseuSy walk this way ? 
Sadly I pace these sands his loss dephringy 
In yonder tent who lately left me snoring. 

But oh / ye gods ! What object shocks my eyes 
Far o!er the waves his distant vessel flies ! 

T j leave me here the rogue^s intention sure is ! 

Oh 1 ragey distractionyvengeancey fire and furies!'* 

Clo. Very fine indeed, Guelpho. 

Guel. Then comes the song. {Reading.) 

^^Retumy returHy false youthy I pray ! 

Return to your infanta ! 

Aljfis! you flyy and bear away 
My heart and my portmanteau ! 

Ah! if forc'd yourself to leave me. 

Why of all my clothes bereave me ? 

Why alone desert me here f 
Surely there had been no sin in 
Leaving me a change of linenj 
And a tall stout halberdeer ! 

Now she^s going mad I 

Fm seized by distraction! my brain sure is 
turning! 

My blood is in Jlamesy and my bosom is burning! 

1 So eUher FUflyy 

I * Fast -haste to ike skyy 

\Opplunge in the mouth of Mount Mtna and die I 
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i^Singing in the Mtna and die ! 

Sropoura style) ^tna and die) 

Or plunge in the mouth o f Mount JFdna and die ! 
Ana die ! and die ! and die ! and die! 

[^Exit in a rapture^ l.u.d. 

Cfo. At length I have got rid of him ; and now for 
my captive. — But as his heart is bent upon seeing 
festival to-itight, Til fasten the door to preveij*< his 
escaping — {She locks the door^ and then ren/io'ces a 
^annel of the wainscot — Leolyn comes out ^ l.h. and 
emhrajces her — she brings a basket from the side- 
scenesy and puts it into the secM closity and then 
desires Leolyn to return to his concealment — he re~ 
fusesy and explains that he wants to go to the dance,) 
What? you wish to be present at the festival? Oh, 
’tis impossible ? Dear Leolyn, think of that no more*, 
1 intreat you ! Ask not what I cannot grant. 

{A loud knocking at the door, l.h.) 

Clo. Ifark! some one comes! away, away! — 
{Leolyn enters the closet and she closes the pan- 
nel / after which she unlocks the doorf) 

A Srb.\ A 2 iT enters. l.h.d. ^ 

♦ ^ * 

Ser. liady, the count requests 

Clo. I come, friend, 1 come. \^Exit servant y l.h. d. 

I think the boy is in safety here; yet 1 may as well 
lock the door uiler me at all events. [_Exity l.ii.d . 

Wil. {Coming forward.) So, so! — Just as I 
thought ; but, to be sure, 1 never am mistaken. — 
riist, hist!— My little friend ! — {He pushes open the 
pannely and Leolyn comes out ) — Ha, ha ! iVe found 
you out, you see 1 Come, all’s ready for the ballet. 
— {Leolyn expresses that Clotilda has forbidden 
kis going,) — Oh, never mind your mother’s angey 
we’ll all beg for you : and besides, she’s so fond ^f 
me, that she can deny me.npthing. Come, cc nie,^ 
let’s away ! — Bless Jny heart! — Why, she has,lo((i’k«d 
las in. What’s to bp done now ? — {Leolyn opens') tlie 
wMdow,) — ^the window ? —No, I’m much obllge^l to 



THIP^^NIGHT AND THB WOOD DAEMON. 4^ 

you. Tve ho inclination to break ray i\eck*‘^{Leolj/n 
declares that he will venture.) — Oh, aye, you may 
do very well to risque it ; but if I were to be killed, 
oii}y*^^hiiik what a loss it would be to the world at 
large ! {Leoli/n laughs at his cowardice^ and exit 
through the window.) Aye, aye ! away with you, and 
go directly to my papa ; d’ye hear ? 1 declare he’s at 

bottom of the tower already. Now, what will be 
< h^tjest for me to 

. Har. {fVithout.^ l.h.d.) Nay, Una — Ha ! tlie^door 
is locked. Guclpho, the key ! 

Wil, Oh ! mercy on me ! — the count, and com- 
ing hither ! If he finds me locked up in his mistress’s 
chamber, he’ll certainly suspect that — What shall I 
do? Where sliull 1 go? the closet? the best place 
that could be thought of! Oh ! WilUkind, Willikind, 
Willikind ! What the old proverb says, may be justly 
.'laid of thee, Thou liast a head, and so.has a pin !” 

( Hides himself in the closet.) 

Enter Haiiovknui^jb and Una, l.ii.o. 

Har, Nay, Una, attempt not to deny it — ^Oswy was 
at your feet : he prest your hand in transport to his 
lips i the answer, which his suit had received, cduld 
not have been an unkind one. 

Una. Well then, ray lord, 1 confess it. His tears 
aftected me so strongly, that at the moment I forgot 
every thing, save that 1 pussest the power to comfort 
him ; your arrival fijrtunately'^pre vented my yielding 
to the weakness of my heart ; and now, my lord, be 
assured, that I am sensible of the whole folly of my 
conduct. 


SONG.— Una. 

Ah ! believe^ 1 speak sincerely; 

Here 1 wish to pass my life : 
Fancy's mirror shows me clearly 
• aU the bliss j that waits your wife. 
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Kveri/ knee its homage^hozos her; 

IVealth and pomp her wiUohey; 

Oswy's poor^ ana—psha^ sir ! noy sir ! 

ThaVs not what 1 meant to say. 

Though his eyes exceed in splendour^ 
Summer^skies so bright^ so blue : 

Though his heart be true and tender^ 

{None so tender^ none so true;) 

’ Though his tears so much distress mc^ ' 

When he W(cps^ my heart gives way; 
Though I lave him — Nonsense ! Bless me ! 
That's not what I meant to say* 

WiL (Having half opened the pannel^ and beating 
time to IJneHs song^ when it is finished y forgets him- 
self and cries) — Bravo ! 

{He closes the pannel hastily.) 
Har. What was that ? 

Una. (Alarmed.) My lord--(^5irfe-) — Twas surely 
Leolyn. ' 

Har. By heaven, there is some one bid behind the 
wainscot — you tremble ! You arc alarmed ! — Nay, 
then come forth, intruder, or — 

Una. (Detaining him.) Stay, my lord, stay ! For 
goodness sake — 

Har. JJnhand me, or I swear— 

(Breaks f:om her^ and makes towards the closet.) 

Enter Clotilda, l.ii.d. 

Clo. (Falling at his feet.) Mercy! Oh! Mercy! 
Mercy ! 

Har. Clotilda — What means — 

Clo. Hear me ! the pei^son in that closet — y 

Har. There is a person then — ’Tis Oswy, the 
l>cr Oswy ! • 

Clo. No, on. my life! ^Tis a young creatunk.'^d 

E re boy— Xf/ir 

Har. A boy ! By heaven, lUI sec this boy f U (o 
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Clo. Y du shall see him ! you sh411 see this darling 
of my soul ! 'This being, on whom 1 havd so long 
do^d. II is features may perhaps recall others, which 
younave often seen : but when you behold his sweet 
simplicity — 

Una- His blooming beauty — 

Clo. Surely, oh! surely, you will not have the 
to injure him. Come forth, sweet innocent — 
conK ray soul’s darling. 

(Coming out of the closet.) Here I am, my 

darling. 

Har. Willikind ? What can all this mean ? 

C7o. (Aside.) The boy is not there : I breathe 
again ! 

liar. Speak, Clotilda ; is this your soul’s darling ? 
is this your blooming beauty ? 

Clo. {Aside.) What shall I answer ? I must per- 
force carry on the deception. 

Har. Can it be on Willikind, that you have so 
long doated ? 

Clo. Why — I confess — I was always — rather par- 
tial to Willikind. 

Wil. Oh ! always ! only she never told her love, but 
kept it concealed in her bosom, like a pearl in an oys- 
ter ! 

Har. L^veyou.^ It’s very strange ! 

ffV. Oh ! pardon me ; nothing so common ! It 
happens every day. 

I/ar. Nay then, Clotilda must secure you instantly ; 
she shall marry you to-morrow. 

{Eyeing her with suspicion.) 

Clo. Marry him ? 1 ? 

Una. (Aside.) My poor sister ! What a scrape she 
has got into ! * 

lar. Why he’s the darling of your soul ; the being 
Mhom you have so long, doated. 

^C^. Very fine ; but still — 

T. . Come, come ; give him your hand ! 

My lord — I really — 
f:ar/<Nay, no denial, or 1 shall suspect — 
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Clo. (Aside*) f could cry for vexation I— (To Wil 
Ukind.)—'W e\\ then — if I must — ^there— lake it ! 

(Angrily. 

fFil, Oh ! rapture ! — and will you indeed be mine 

Clo, Yes, yes, I tell you ! Do> hold your tongue. 

JFil. Ah ! 1 cannot believe my happiness ! then re 
peat the soft assurance ; still repeat it, and — 

Clo. He’ll drive me mad ! Don’t I tell you, tfel' J 
{adore you — booby ! / 

Har. Nay, no wonder that he doubts your love, 
jbr you certainly express it rather whimsically-— now 
Guelpho ? „ 

Enter Guelpho, l.ii.d. 

Guel. Now, my lord I all’s ready ; the dancers are 
waiting in the great hall, and don’t be angry, madam 
Clotilda ; your little boy is among them. 

Har, Her boy ? Clotilda ! Una ! There is a boy 
then it seems ! What mystery — Guelpho, lead to the 
great hall this instant ! tlna, come ! 

[^Exitwith Una and Guelpho^ l.h.d. 

CJo. Now then all is over ! The strong resemblance 
— the bloody arrow — oh ! he’s lost ! he’s lost ! 

(Gomg^ L.H. Willikind puls himself in her waif*) 

WiL fairest Clotilda — 

Clo. Torment of my life, what is it you want now ? 

Wil. Yctir fair hand ! 

CIo. My hand ? ’I'ake it ! 

[^Slaps his facfy and Exit^ l.h.d. 

JVil. {Rubbing his cheek,) Now that’s a favour ! 

% great favour ! W hen a lady condescends to take in- 
nocent liberties with a gentleman, he ought always to 
[consider it as a very greatiavour — 1 wish, she hadn’t 
liit quite so hard, though. [^Erit L.Hyil. 

SCENE HI . — A Gothic Hall — the centre of thfpikk^ 

scene is occupied by a large painted windo^^A 
^ marble staircase n.H. conducts to two doiks above ^ 
banquet is displayed, — A throne is on r.h,s.e. 
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CiiOTiiiDA, Rolf, Paulina, and a crowd of vas- 
sa/sonL,u. GugIiPiio is busied in arranging the 
spectators. Flourish of trumpets ^ while the scene 
afii^s. 

Guel. Now don’t press so forward, good pcojile : 
there’s no room for tlie dancers — you, man, with the 

Jiose ; stand back, sirrah, or your sconce shaif 
fed^-as for you, Paulina, you are always in the way. 
Fau. I protest, I only — ^ 

Guel. Well, well ! only don’t talk, and interrupt! 
IJless my heart ! It’s very fiiligiiing to be an author : 
.^ome, come, there; that will do.— Oh ! here comes 
ihe count. 

Enter 11 aroyknutb and Una, l.h. 

this way, my lord! hoi'e is the throne, on w'hich the 
reasons are to present their offerings tb you. 

Har. To me ? lio Guelpho ; let them be offered to 
tier, without whom the seasons have no charms for 
me. 

{Hardyhnute and Una seat themselves on the 
throne^ ii.u.) 

Guel. Now then for the ballet— come along dancers 
— now then, music strike up, if you please. 

{A ballet is performed by the four Seasons and 
their followers : each makes an offering to the 
Count — WhenLeolyn^ who personates Springy 
presents a wreath of flowers^ Hardyknute 
starts up suddenly^ and the music stops.) 

Har\ {Dropping the wreath.) Ha ! what form is 
this ? 

Clo. {In alarm^ aside.) The likeness has struck 

Clotilda, is this your son ? 

Yes^no — I knew not what I say. 

.Nay, ’tis no matter — your pardon, pretty lad, 
jive me your wi^ath — {In receiving it^ he detains 
TjCoIWs hand.)— By heavenj the very mark ! 



4 » dNB o’clock! or, 

Clo. (Aside.) He has seen it ! Oh ! weVc undone, 
that’s certain. 

Uar. (Aside.) Is it mssible ? — ’TiswcU! Let 
the dance go on. — (The l)ance is resumed^ duTi/i^ 
which the princi'pal persons retire to the banquet — bj/ 
degrees the music becomes languid and confused^ and 
at length the dance ceases abruptly— XJna^ Clotilda^ 
^Guelj^o^ Rolf and Paulina come forward seceraUtf^ 
all in eiident dismay.) 

^ f INALE. 

Clo. What can this mean ? 

GueL n^ho can she be ? 

Pau. Oh! haroe you seen — 

Rolf. dia you 

GueL None saw when she entered! 

Rolf. She*s silent as death ! 

Una. *To speak when I ventured 

Her look stopped my breath ! 

Pau. I trembled ! 

Una. 1 shuddered ! 

Clo. My heart froze with fear ! 

Rolf* Vrho is she ? 

GueL What means it ? 

All Jive. Peace! Peace! — the CounVs here! 

(On Har^yknute's advancing^ the music ceases.) 

Har. (Speaking.) Una, my love! Why have you 
left the banquet so abruptly ? 

Una. My lord — have you not seen her ? 

Har. Her?— Whom? 

Una. Look there, my lord ! Look there ! — 

(The crowd opens — a female habited in bltyl" 
and covered with a thick veil appears insihc 
back ground.) 

Har. (After a cry of horror.) Answer !|-v the 
raonfh— ■ 

GueL ’Tis August. 
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Har. And the day is— 

GueU The sixth, and— 

Har. Ha ! I hsd forgotten— but now I remeikibe^ 
— fallow— Lead on— 1 follow thee ! (Drou’s.) 

{The stranger ascends the staircase^ n«H» fol* 
lowed by Hardyknute : they pass through one 
of the doors above.} 

The Music recommences. 

Clo. What can this mean $ 

Rolf. What did he say ^ 

Alijtoe. Oh I what a scene 

Of doubt and dismay I 

{A loud burst of thunder— sudden and total dark^ 
ness — Hardyknute^ pale and wildy with his 
sword drawn, rushes clown the staircase.) 

All. Hark! Hark! What has happened^ Oh! say, 
my lord, say ! 

{Thunder again — the great window bursts open, 
and Sangrida appears in a car surrounded by 
dragons.) 

Full Chorus. ^Tis the Wood Dcemon! 

Sem. Remember {•^{Pointing to Leolyn, who in ter-^ 
ror is kneeling near Sardyknute.) 

Una. 1 die ! 

Ch. {Rushing towards Leolyn, whom Hardyknute 
at that moment grasps by the arm.) My child ! 
San. Remember! {Sheascemsinashowerofjire^) 
Chorus. Fly, sorceress, fly ! 

END OF ACT 1I« 


D 
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ACT III. 

JlCENE h’—A state beijhehamber—on i..h. sidF a 
lar^e chhmeu with a jl/ite burning on the hearth— 
— in the back scene is <tn alcove with a bed in it ; 
on L.U. side of the alcove is a portrait of Count 
Ruric in armour^ and on a.H. side^ <tne of Hm 

E '^-tvntess Alexina : both are concealed by mrto/Ms 
near the fire stands a tables and an old-fashioned 

r CiiOTiiiDA, Lkoltk, (who has his guitar in 
' his hand) and Goelpro, (with a lamp) r.h.d. 

Gael. Nay, madam Clotilda, where’s the use of 
talkioff to me ? I repeat it ; the Count has ordered, 
that the boy should deep in this room, and no other. 

Clo. And for that very reason I’m anxious that he 
should not sleep iu this room. Now, pr’ythee, good 
Guelpho, find him a bed elsewhere unknown to the 
Count, and — 

Guel. 1 tell you, it’s quite impossible, and I dare 
not disobey my lord’s orders. The room’s a good 
,room ; the bed’s a good bed ; and here the boy must 
pass the night, that’s positive. 

Clo. Then here I’ll pass the night myself; lor I’ll 
not trust him ou<! df my sight, and that’s positive too. 

Guel. As lO tlMft, I’ve no orders ; and truly, you’ll 
do well to look sharp after the boy, for that horrible 
daBmon certainly licked her lips at the sight of him. 
'fSo I’ll leave you the lamp, and an excellent fire ; and 
now good night to you, madam Clotilda. 

[^EstUj 

Clo. (Seating herself by the tdble.) I’m certain, 
some mischief is intended Why this room of all 
otters ? It was the (lountess’s bedchamber, and jfin, 

S ni tains conceal hejr portadt and Count Ruric’s— ^t, 
it me Idcfc the door. So I But is there no privatelen- 
tg|loe ? Nay, ’tk no matter ; for my eyes sWl -not be 
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closed to*nigbt, I’m detemiRed— (i^eo^n afks if the ^ 
will not go to rest.) — No, my ireastOe ! tbe bed w in- 
tended ror joiir use ; here 1 sit, and here I she^ sit 
till' morning. Go to your rest, sweet boy, and «|Q 
good night.— (Xeoif^n aepmns that he is not sle^y, * 
takes his guitar ^ and offers^ to platf and dance.)— 
Ayr, surely, my love, if it will amuse you; and it will 
help, to keep me awake besides. 

'' '{JLeolyn dances — Clotilda endeavours to hem, 
awake, but at length falls asleep, LeouBA 
kisies Clotilda's hand softly, lies downbetwmK 
the table and the fire, ana falls asleep. Tnm 
lamp goes odt—a pause : after which a large 
pannel opposite to the fire-place is let down 
gently, the inside of which forms a ladder. 
Hardyknute (wrapped in a black cloak and 
masked) appears,Jtolding a dark lanthom.) 

Har. All is hushed ! Now then to secure my vic- 
tim. 

(He descends, closes the pannel, and advances 
towards the bed.) 

Har. Not in the bed ? Perhaps not in the chamber I 
Has then Guelpho disobeyed — Clotilda, .by my soul ! 
— the boy too, near her 1 — and both asleep, it seems I 
— Could I remove him without noise — 1 would fain 
spare her life— but if she wakes, she dies ! — (He 
moves the light before her eyes, while his dagger is 
placed against her Aeorf.)— No 1 she sleeps soundly 1 
Now then ! — (He takes the boy iti his arms without 
waking him, and hears him towards the alcove— Clo- 
tilda rises, and steals filently towards the door. She 
reaches it; but the noise which she makes in unlock- 
ing it, alarms Hardyknute. He turns, throws down 
the boy and the dark lanthom, and with a loud cry 
rushes to stab Clotilda,) 

Har. Ha 1 Traitress 1 

Clo. (Rushing out, b,h.d.) Help, help 1 

Har. Death and conftision 1 'She has escaped me ! 

Clo: (Without, n.H.) Murder— mur^r 1 

Gud. (Jta distmceyR.u.) Where — where? 

i> 2 
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W fitar. The cast^ u libmied I— They will shortly be 
!<~This at least g^ins time.— (£o<:ifcs the door .) — 
, Now little wretch for thee!— (TAe bojf ^ies from him 
nfnd cUngt to the taA/e.)<¥iNay, *tis in vain that you 
l^r^gle ! door, r.h.> 

Uud, {ff^ithoutt'SL.H.) The door is locked within ! 

Clo. ( Withoutf ViM.) Burst it open ! Oh ! the 
^hild ! the child ! 

Jffar. Thou'rt^mine! Away then! 

{He springs upon the bef with the boy in his 
arms,pt^ a large golden tassel which fastens 
up the drapery, ana theb^ sinks— ^he door is 
burst open'—Clqtilda, Gudpho, and Servants 
rUsh ofj R.B.D.) 

Clo, Now seize him, friends ! Seize the villain, who 
—(Looking round she utters a hud shriek, and sinks 
upon the^mor,)—Oh ! H^ven ! he’s gone. 

Guel. Who is gone ! Speak ? 

Clo. He’s gone, he’s gone I the villain has run away 
with the chin. He was surely slewing on the bed, 
and— 

Guel. Run away with the child ? By the mass, he 
has run away with the bed too ! Why, there’s a thief 
for you. , 


Enter Una, r.h.d. tn a night dress, holding a lamp, 
with female Attendants, 


Una. .WhotJrtl happened? Dear sister, dear Clo- 
tilda— 


Clo, Oh ! Una, Una ! A ru£Gan has stolen away 
the boy ! 

(Aid. Stolen him ? 

Guel. Aye, trul^, and a fonr-poat bedstead besides ! 
there must be magic in it that’scertain 1 I’ll be bound, . 
the Wood Osemon. 


^ 0 . Yes, yes ! A dmmpn ; but ’tis a daemon in 
uKan slupe ! — Cpme, Gnelpbo, come t lead me to 
^P^CojAt. , , ' 

Jllff The Coant indeed ? Why surely, madam 
CflHa, you can’t suspect— 
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(The stage becomes quite aorA.) 

Una. My senses arc all bewildered ; could then 
E[ardyknute — no, no ! ’tia impossible ! Clotilda's slus- 

f icions must have been unjust — my dream, my di*eam. 
t was prophetic — the child — the Wood Daemon^ * 
was told, that no hand but mine could'save him ! | 
by what means ? How has he disappeared ? Perhap 
by examining the chamber— -yonder curtain may con?' 
ceal — heavens! What do 1 sec? — (Withdrawing the 
curtaim and disc(roenn^ the portraits.) — the veiy 
forms which visited me in my dream !— And on the 
frames are inscribed Ruric^atld^ Alexina I— his pa- 
rents ! Leolyn’s parents !— My head whirls round !— I 
must rest awhile 1— (P/aces the lamp on the table^ and 
reclines against tk^ great chair.) — Hold I did not Clo- 
tilda say, that the <mild was sleeping on the bed * 
then surely some mystery— (S/m enters the alcove.)^ 
Could I dlsco^Ter — ha!— the floor moves! — hush- 
hush— 


{She hastens back to extinguish the lamp^ ana 
conceals herself behind the great chair ) 

Har. (Speaking below.) Good! all is once mon 
dark and silent ! — (The Bed rises again with him.)~^ 
So! Mv victim is in the fatal cavern, and this en- 
chanted key secures his chains t now then let me re- 
gain my chamber, for Clotilda doubtless will hasten 
thither to demand justice against the mysterious rob- 
ber — (During this speech^ he lets down the pannel ,) — 
Yet hold ! ray, lanthorn fell from my hand : it ^ars 

the crest of Holstein, and majr betray its owner. 

Twas hereabouts, that 1 dropt it, and — (Feeling fo) 
it he grasps Una's vdls)-^Ha\ a spy ? — (Una has- 
tilp disengages herself ftom the veil which he still 
holds,- she fastens the^ther end round an arm of the 

chair ^ and hastens to conceal herself in the dkove.) 

Perish !— (fle strikes his dagger into the chair, 

D 3 
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UtiW h ihfaj—FoSl t#I iml ’Tis^at Clotilda’s 
j|r«U left hanging on a roair— etill I ranuot find my 
lUithorn 1 >-tne fire must aid me. 

** (He places the kejf)i^on the table^ and endea- 

vours to rekindle almost eaAm^uished fire.) 

Una. Who can he be?*— Perhaps, when the embers 
blaze 1 shall be able to discern his features.— (ytd- 
vancing softly^ b.h.) — No! the precaution of a tnask 
^bids — what that ? — a massy key lies by him on 
■K table !— doubtless, the key of Leol^n’s prison! — 
Ktod I but obtain it — but then if he should miss it— 
mould seareh — I have (bund the means !t— His back 
is turned! — ^Now then! Softly, softly!— (Siie sleds 
tawards b.h.d. takes out the key^ substitutes it for 
Mardykaute^s, and-hastens back to the alcove .) — ’Ti^ 
done ! thejrey is mine ! 

■> ( By this time the fire burns brightly.) 

Ha/r. That blaze will surely enable me— Lo ! where 
lies the object of my search — (He lights the ItoUhorn^ 
and takes the key from the ta&^e.)— Now then away ! 
All's safe ! 

{He goes out through thepannelf b.h. which he 
ratses after him.) 

, Una. 1 have the key 1 1 know the way, which leads 
to Leolyn’s prison ? Now then I’ll summon Clotilda, 
the Count, the domestics — ^no, no! In the mean-while 
the ruffian may return — ^may murder him — Oh I let 
me employ th.. precious moments of his absenpe to 
rescue the dear child ! — (Going to the dcove.) — How 
—the bed will not move !— Is it the floor — or the co- 


lumns— or here — ^Alas, alas i 1 seek the secret spring 
in vain I — (The bell strikes tmelne.)— Hark ! ’tis mid- 
night ! — I’ll fly for assistance, and — ^guard me, good 
angels! they move ! the pictures move l—(ff^th the 
first stroke of the bdll a blue light illuminates the por- 
traitSf which become animated / thepedestdsy on which 
they standf moveforwards/ they kneel^ and clasp their 
hands.)— ’They kneel !-^they Supplicate !— Speak !— 
What must I do ? fla I They pednt to yon golden tassel ! 
'Tia there then, tlut the secret spring— blessed spirits, 
f obey you I— (She saxes a biasing firebrand, springs 
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Upon the bedy and draws tfyjasscfi)~^Iwdyn, Jj^th 
! I will respue thee or owl Away I ^ , , 

(The bed sinhe with hefy while the portram fO' 
turn to their places^) 

SCENE 11.— The Castle Hall. 

Enter Rolf and Oswr^ r.h. 

Rolf. Thus far we are safe : but now be cautiQ||b 
how you tread ; we are near the Count’s apartmen^j^ 

OsTcp, Then why did you not choose some othdT 
passage ? 

Rolf. Nay, we must needs traverse this hall, in or- 
der to reach the wing, in which Clotilda’s chamber is 
situated — ^but we run no danger. ’Tis now past mid- 
night, and ere this all in the castle are retired to rest. 
Only make no noise, and— Ha t a light moves this 
wav. 

tlo. (fFithoutytk.H.) Nay, I’ll take no denial! 

Oswy. Clotilda’s voice ? Doubtless, she comes to 
meet us— let qs on. 

Gael. (Without, n.H.) Well, well! Only be pa- 
tient, and— 

Rolf. Our old Seneschal is with her; and if he 
should know, that I have introduced you into the 
castle without his knowledge— we must conceal our- 
selves behind this pillar, and wait, till she can ^t nd 
of the old^man — they come ! Away — softly, softly ! 

\_Exeunty l.h. 

JSfftcrGaBLPHO with a lamp, followed by CLOTiiiOa, 

B.Il. 

Guel. Disturb the Count at this time of night ? If 
you would but wait ’till morning — 

Clo. Not an hour, not a minute, Guelpho ! See him' 

. I must, and that directly, or 1 shall go distracted. 

GuA. Well, weH ! I’ll call him then — but dear 
heart ! 'where’s the ne^sity of putting yourself in such 
D 4 
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a flurry ? the child’s gone, I know that as well asyo?^ ; 
but do 1 therefore make such a riot and a rumpus? 
A n’t I as cool and as composed^ as if nothing in the 
w^orld were the matter ? 

Clo. Yes truly, and well you may be : I never yet 
met with any one who couldn’t bear with perfect for- 
titude the mistbrtunes of other people. Now, good 
Guelpho, delay no longer but — 

Gueh Well, well, well ! Do only have a little pa- 
tience, and I’ll bring you the Count’s answer — (Aside.) 
— Such bouncing ! such heat ! I protest she’s a very 
bonfire in petticoats. [75,177, u.m . 

Clo. And yet when I see the Count, what proofs caw 
1 bring against him ? 1 can but say, that I suspect the 
masked villain to be cither himself or his agcMit ; and 
who will heed the suspicions of a poor unknown vil- 
lager? Yet at least if he refuses to restore I he child, 
ril fly to the throne of our feudal lord, and make 
known — But Uardyknute will not suffer me to quit the 
castle ! oh 1 heaven ; I shall lose my senses I 

Rolf* 1 ^. 11 .) She is alone ! Hist! Clo- 

tilda-^ 

Clo. Rolf, is it you ? Ha ! I had forgotten ! The 
minstrel, is he with you ? 

Oszo^. (Advancing l.h.) I am here ! Dear Clo- 
tilda, what alarms you ? 

Clo. A ray of hope breaks in upon me ! Oh ! surely, 
Osvvy, it was iR'aven, that sent you hither at this mo- 
ment ! The boy is stolen from me ; ray steps will 
doubtless be watched ; but j/ou may easily quit the 
castle, may perhaps preserve — at least may revenge — 

Har. (JVillioul, r.h.) Hoa ! Guelpho! LighU 
there ! 

Clo. ’Tis the Count ? Return to your concealment ■ 
when lie is gone, you shall know, what you have to 
do — away. Rolf and Osw?/^ i..h. 

Clo. Could 1 but persuade him that the boy is 
really my own child — he then would have no motive 
for detaining liim — it shall be tried — he’s here ! 



THE KNIGHT AND THE WOOD D^MON. 57 


Enter Hakdyknute in a niglit^gouin^ ii.ii. 

H(n\ Now, dear Clotilda ; what alarm — 

CVo. {Fallinp^' at his feet.) Hardyknutc — Oh ! Har- 
dyknulc ! my child ! Oh ! gwe me back my child ? 

7 far. 1 give him back? Clolilda 1 Arc you dis- 
tracted ? 

CYo. Almost, almost ! — then give him back to me. 
He is mine, indeed he is! Your suspicions arc un- 
founded I he is 7iot the son of — 

Hnj\ {Kas^erhj.) Of whom? 

Vlo. {Cfiecking herself.) Of any one who interests 
you — oh ! th(‘n in pity restore him, and — 

liar, ril do niy utmost ! MyotHcers shall search — 
do. Your oflicers ? You have him a ourself ! vonv- 
ijclf! 

7 far. I ? Rellect, Clotilda : there can bo no reason - 
uhy 1 should wish — 

(lo, {Off her f^narcl.) There is a reason, and } on 
know l( bm too \v(dl ! You know, that while <hat boy 
lives — {Perceiving h<r imprudence.) — No, no, rjo I 
'riierc is no reason ! None in the world I and therefore 
dear good Count — but why do [ plead to this barbii- 
riaii ? I’ll away ! I’ll «ippeal lo your liege-lord, th'' 
king of Denmark! If there’s justice on tYo.V/, I’ll 
tind it. and if there’s none — Oh ! tremble muiahTer, 
for tluMv’s surely justice to be found in heaven ! 

SO l\ G . C LOTI LI) A. 

Mark me 1 ril make thee tremble f 
Mai'k me! and still dissemble.^ 

Still spurn my bleeding heart! 

But at that aw ful hour 
When sleep employs Us power 
And sheds a balmy shower 
To soothe the Bosotrfs smart. 

‘ Mark me ! 
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Thetiy then that King of Terrors, 

Conscience shall stamp thy errors 
In lines of hlasling flame ! 

While fie.mh thy couch surrounding. 

With screams thine ears confouudhtg. 

Each ruthless deed shall number, 

And sea) c the sylph of slumber 

By shrieking out my name! [LV/V, iJ.u, 

Har. It must be so ! Unit boy is the lost son of liu- 
ric ! Oh ! were there no other motive ibr his tleath 
— but my fatal bond — the dreadful penalty of its for- 
feiture — Ha ! at that thought how my blood curdles ! 
Ages of agony crowd before me ! the earth vomits 
flames to blast me ; snakes hiss in my ears, and crush 
me in their loathsome folds ! No, no ; there’s no re - 
trcati?»g ! and even might I still retract, could I bear 
to exchange weiillh and power for obscurity and con- 
tempt ? Could 1 endure to resume my native defor- 
mity of person ? Could I resign flna? Never, never ! 
Before the clock strikes my dreadful task 

must be performed ! away then ! Leolyii, Lcolyn ! the 
dagger aimed at your bosom most gladly would I 
plunge* in my own, could I but sink into the grave as 
pure from guilt, as thou wilt ! . r.ii. 

Osioy. (Advancing, At length he’s gone — 

— liow passion seemed to shake him I ’Twas surely the 
r<Mnembrance ef some dreadful crime. 

Rolf, But Clotilda too is gone — come on then, we 
must seek her in her chamber. 

Enter Paulina, l.h. 

Pau. Hist — Rolf! Where is the minstrel ? 

Oswy. Here, damsel ; what would you ? 

Pati, I come from Clotilda, She fears, that she is 
watched, and that her seeing you herself might l^'tray 
your being in the castle — but she prays you to convey 
this narrative to the king of Denmark, and hasten hi- 
ther again with all speed. 



THE KNIGHT AND THE WOOD D^MON. 59 

thzcj/. Hut during my absence will not Una — 
Pati. Clotilda pledges herself, that on your return 
you shall find the nuptials still unperformed. 

()sw7/, ’Tisenough — I go this instant. 

Jloff- Not so fast — there’s no passing the gates 
until morning.’ ’Till then return to your concealment 
in ,iny chamber, and by sleeping prepare yourself for 
to-rrlorrow’s journey. 

Osw7/, Oh ! For wic to sleep now would be impos- 
*-ible. 

IMf. I warrant you ! — the skies may frown, and 
the thunder may roar ; but one thing only can keep the 
w earied pilgrim from sleeping. 

Paz/. And that is — 

Ro/J\ A guilty conscience. 

GLEE. — Oswv, Paulina, flnrflloLi’. 

Sailor bo f/ 1 sailor hoy! — Sleep^ 7ny sweet fellozi)^ 
O^er thy rocked xessely when thunderbolts roll; 
Wild thought he ocean ravcy loud though zoinds hello Wy 
Calm he thy bosomy for pure is thy souL 
Hushaby y hushaby y poor sailor hoy ! 

Let not the tempest thy slinnhcr destroy ; 

No terrors of conscience thy bosom annoy ; 

Then hushaby y hushaby y poor sailor boy, 

Shepherd-boyy shepherd boy I whileyour sheep tend- 
ingy 

Jf thou art pure as the lambs that you foldy 
Heed not the s?iow~stormy for angels descendingy 
Shall spread their ichite pinions to guard thee from 

coldy 

Then hushaby! hushaby ! poor shepherd boy ! 

Exeunt y h . h . 


'SCENE 111. — A necromantic Cavern with a burning 
lamp. In the back is a grated door with steps^ 
standing open ; above is a gallery — in the centre is 
n U 
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a« altar, round which furl two enormous snahes, 
on K'hose head rests a large golden platter. On 
the altar stand several candlesticks not lighted-- on 
H.ii. side is an open pedestal^ the height of a man^ 
on zchich kneels the brazen statue of a giant^ zcho 
supports a clock on his left shoulder, and points to 
it xoith his right hand. The clock marks half 
pasiticdve — onh.u. side is a rock Vuilli a grated 
entrance heloio, fastened by an enormous padlock 
and a chain ichich hangs from a brazen pillar on 
the top of the rock. To this pillar Lcoli/n is seen 
chained, while his guitar lies by hhiu Una is seen 
trarcrsingthc gallery, guiding her seif zcUli her fir e.^ 
brand — Lcolyn rises, prays, endeavours in lain to 
break his chains, and falls down again in despair^ 
Una enters through the door in the back ground, 

Una. I seek him in vain ! — My firebrand too is ex- 
Iiausted ! — Ha ? Protect mo, heaven ! What dreadfui 
place is this ? Yon hideous forms — these ponderous 
chains — I see a thousand objects of terror; but the 
only object which I wish to see, appears not. — [As she 
turns from the rock, Leolyn perceives her, a?id emlea- 
vours to attract her attention, but in vain.) — An altar ? 
and on it lies a dag-gcr — crimsoned with gore ! — My 
blood runs cold! Oh! ere my sirength fails me, let 
me fly — {Going-^ when Lcoljjn strikes his guitar.) — 
Hark ! those sounds — ’twas surely LcoIyn ! — Joy, 
joy! See, where he stands ! Courage, my dear one ; I 
tiy to save you — ahis ! ’tis in vain that— Oh ! blessed 
rccollcciioti ! the key, the key ! — (She opens the pad- 
lock^ the chains fail; Leolyn hastens dozen, passes 
through the grated door, and embraces Una — both 
kneel, and return thanks to heaven.) — Now then, let 
us aw^ny, before your gaoler returns to intercept us. 
Come, and once safe >vithin the castle— (ieo/y;/ c:r- 
inesies alarm.) — You shudder at that word. Is it, 
that the ruflian — (Leolyn points 'to the 
she wears round her nech — How, this 
-the Count ?— Oh ! was then Clotilda’s? 
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dreadful assertion true ?— Tell me— while I can still 
hear you — tell me for what purpose— takes 
the dagger from theallary and points it at his heart,) 
— ^To‘ murder you ? — and this very man in a few days 
should he my bridegroom ! — My blood freezes— ray 
eyes grow dim — I expire! 

^ { Una faints; Leoli/n endeavours to revive her*) 

Har, [Above^ with a dark lanthorn.) How’vS this: 
the tra[) let down ? Doubtless in my haste 1 neglected 
to secure the spring, and the bed sunk with its own 
weight — No matter ! Let me on ! 

(//r disappears — during this speech^ Leolyn 
(aware of his approach) conceals himself be- 
hind the rock — Una revives^ and endeavours 
to ynit the caverUy when Ilardyknule shows 
himself at the door in the hack ground,) 

Una. (Starting back,) llardyknute ? Where shall 
1 fly ? — Protect me, blessed angels ! 

(She hides herself within the open pedestal^ r.h.) 
Har* (Entering.) Hail, magic horrors! Scene of 
my crimes and sufferings, hail ! Midnight is past : I 
dare delay my dreadful task no longer — (He arrays 
himself in a magic bonnet and robcy takes a wand 
from the altar^ and performs incantations*) — How is 
this? Tardy fiends, why obey you not my call? My 
charm then must be strengthened ! 

INCANTATION.— Hardykxute. 


Ye who in Jlames reside^ 
Who swim the sulphur-tide^ 
Daemons of blood and pridcy 
Answer my voice! 

Dwmons* ( Under the stage.) 


We hear! ise hear! we hear ! 
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What horrid sound 
From gnlphs profound 
Thus rf flares the ground ! 

I die zpitli fear. 

Deemons. 

JVc hear! we hear! roc hear ! 

Hardyknute. 

Thus round the flames I go ! 

Thus spells around I straw! 
i>oon human blood shalf/low; 

Damons^ rejoice! 

Deemons. 

We hear ! we hear ! wc hear ! 

{Durhig this Chorus a stream of bluefne issues 
from the jawa of the snahes^ and a giga?itic 
golden head rises in the centre of the altar.) 

San. (JVHh\(y L.ii.) Hiirdyknutc ! Hardy kniite ! 
Spies are near ! — 

(A loud crash of discordant music : the head and 
the flames vanish.) 

liar. {Furious.) Spies? Where? In what place? 
— ( While with his dagger drawn he goes towards the 
rock, Una {uttering a loud shriek) rushes out^ and 
endeavours to reach the door : but he closes it^ seizes 
hcr^ and draws her forward.) — Perish, intruder ! — 
Distraction — ’tis Una. 

IJnn. {Wringing her hands.) Alas, alas! 

Jlar. Wretched girl, how hast thou dared — But 
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^Vcll I know your object in venturing hither! you 
come to rescue Leolyn ? that hope was vain ; one key 
alone can loosen his magic fetters, and I feel tliat key 
still resting against my heart, lint hadst thou suc- 
ceeded — tremble to learn, what would liave lieen thy 
f ite ! 

Una* Sparc me, Hardyknutc ! 

Har, Thou hast forced thyself into my secrets ; 
ihou knowest too much to be suffered to know no 
more ! Una, I was not always what you sec me : at my 
birtli nature and fortune conspired to curse me. I 
was proud, and a peasant ; voluptuous, and born de- 
Ibnncd ; poor, and the rich trampled on me ; hideous, 
and the lovely turned from me with disgust. Pride, 
passion, vengeance, all fired my soul to madness, and 
1 s(?aled a dreadful compact with the Wood Dicrnori. 

Una. (^Shuddering.) You? you? 

Hai\ She chained success to my footsteps; slic 
1 mdered me invulnerable in battle ; she endowed me 
with perpetual youth and health ; and she cast over 
rny person a magic charm to dazzle all female eyes, 
and seduce all female hearts. 1 was rich, potent, be- 
loved, and wretched ! for, oh ! to that fatal bond was 
annexed a penalty 

Cna. No more, no more ! 

Har. On the seventh of each revolving August 1 
bound nivself to bathe yon mystic shrine with human 
blood. But I ever chose those victims whom child- 
hood secured from guilt, and who had nothing tf> 
dread in dying but the pangs of death : eight children 
have bled beneath my dagger; Jjcolyn must be the 
ninth ; but, hadst thou rescued him, Una, thou must 
htive supplied his place. 

Una. 1 ? 1, whom you once loved ? 

Har. Whom I still love dearer than my existence ! 
Gladly would I lay down my own life to preserve 
thine. But look at that magic clock : should it strike 

One,’? and yet no victim have perished on you 
altar, I. become for ever the Wood Dajiuon’s slav(;. 
To C!id ihj/ life, were but to end an illusive dream, 
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and for thee to die, lyerb* to wake in eternal happi- 
ness ; but for me^ for me\ oh ! think what would be 
mi/ fate ; think— what I dare not utter. 

Una. Oh ! sounds of terror ! 

Har. You know my former crimes: now behold a 
new one ! Y^es, Una, I swear it, had the boy escaped 
thou must have perished before tliat clock struck 

One.” How is this ? the chain fallen ? 

\_Exit hasiih/ into the rock. 

Una. (In rlespair.) And he has escaped! Oh that 
I had not ventured thither ! Oh that 1 bad not suf- 
fered the boy to fly ! 

liar. (On the rock.) Gone? Escaped? Ila ! trai- 
tress I 

(During these speeches, Leolyn comes from his 
turking-place, and takes Una hj/ the hand, u.s* 
if to tell her something.) 

Una. Still here? I'm safe then! — My lord! my 
lord ! Lcolyn is — 

{Leojyn kneels^ implores her silence^ and hides 
himself within the pedestal.) 

Har. (Entering.) Speak! Leolyii is — 

Una. (After a moments hesitation.) Hois — he is 
—he is safe within the castle. 

Har. You have pronounced your doom, 

(Seizing her.) 

Una. Hold ! oh ! hold ! ’Tis not yet the fatal hour ! 
Fifteen whcle long minutes are still wanting : grant 
me but five of them — but three, but one! Cfrant me 
but time to pray — ( Kneeling.)^V\\ pray for yew/ 

Har. Beit so! five minutes are yours; but those 
expired, hope for no moment raorp : 1 am lost, if you 
ever hear that clock strike «« One.” 

Una. (fFringing her hands.) Wretch that I am ! 
Oswy, Oswy ! thou art terribly avenged \—(Leol?/n 
puts a slip of writing (the ^ame^ which was given him 
in the first Act) into her hand, and then begins to 
climb the statue^ which supports the c/nc/t.)— A wri- 
ting ?; Oh ! let me examine — ‘‘ The clock shall strike, 
and )fi^^hall hear it ! Ciain but a few minutes, and you, 
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aijc safe! — Shall strike ! Ha ! See, where he climbs ! 
Can he mean ?— ^He docs, he doeSj and there is hope 
again ! 

Har, {Snatching away the writing.) Give me that 
scroll. 

Una. Oh ! heavens ! 

liar. How ? — the clock shall strike, and you 
shall hear it.”— Indeed? — Gain but a few minutes 
and you arc safe.” — Ha! then not a moment must be 
lost ! and hark ! 

( Discordant music^the candles on the altar Uglily 
end the snakes pour out blue flames.) 

Sangrioa. — {Within^ l.h.) 

M// prey ! my prey ! 
iVo more delay ! 

^Tzoill soon strike One^* my prey ! my prey ! 

Har. I*m summoned ! Come ! 

Vna. But one moment — 

Har. You plead in vain — 

Una. Mercy ! mercy ! 

Har. None, none ! {Dragging her up the stage.) 

Una. Now Lcolyn, now! — (Lteolyn at this moment 
stands on the statue's shoulder^ and extends his arm 
towards the clock.) — Distraction ! He cannot reach 
the clock ! 

Har. The clock ? Ha ! He dies then ! 

{He throws down his wand^ and snatches the 
dagger from the altar. In the mean while Una 
reaches the wand to Leolyn^ who pushes for^ 
wnrdthe hand of the clock with it^ audit strikes 
One !" Har 'dyknute starts back in horror.) 

Leo. {Recovering his voice by a violent exertion.) 
The clock has struck ! the clock has struck ! 

San. {Rushing from behind the rock^ l.h. and 
stabbing Hardyknute.) Thoii’rt mine. 

. (lie falls into the arms of four fiends^ who come 
from behind the altar ^ to which they bear him^ 
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the snakes twist themselves round him; San- 
grida stands ov^him^ and they all sink — tht 
statue aud the rock disappear; the cavern va* 
nishes; and LeoJyn and tJnajind themselves in 
the great hall of the castle^ which is illumi- 
nated. Clniilda^ Oswyy and Vassals with tor- 
ches come forward*) 

Una. Oswy ! , 

Osicy. Dearest Una ! 

Una. {Falling at his feet.) Pardon, oh ! pardon 
me ! {He rises and embraces her.) 

Clo. My child ! my treasure ! kneel, \4ssals, kneel \ 
behold your long lost prince! behold the Count ol 
Holstein ! 

{All kneel except four of the vassals ^ who raise 
Itcolyn on their bucklers; Clotilda having pre- 
viously placed a diadem on his head.) 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Haily Lord of Holstein ! Hail ! All hail! 
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rUc iusloi'ical romance, fnim which this play is taken, is a comhi- 
latjoii of several occiin ences in the rergn of Queen Elizabeth, in direct 
‘ lolatioii of the period at which they took place — but >o skiltfully put 
together, as to make one of the most interesting compositions that have 
< tnnnated from the pen of its great master. There is probably from 
ihis circumstance far more difficulty in compiling a correct drama 
h orn tills work tbaiihas been experienced in the arrangements of other 
plays from the same source — in as much as the historical associations 
oi' the reader arc rrcquciitly disturbed by introductions — both in t ime 
and situation — palpably incongruous — and by the necessary coiripres- 
‘'ioiiyfor the purpose of dramatic effect, ofcharacter and incident high- 
ly pleasing, as well as prominent, in (he romance itself. 

Where so many characters arc brought into action it uas found iin- 
posbible to render all of them conspicuous — and the chief display of it, 
as well as the interest dependant upon it, has l>een eunfmed to that ot 
1 he Queen and Amy — no other pica can be urged for ibis apparent dc' 
k'eiiction^andthe spectator will naturally, or should, bear this in me- 
mory, when he beholds the great statesman of Elizabeth, Ixird Bur- 
icigh, simply introduced as her alteudant— her own relation, Huiisdeii, 
dwindled into a train beairr, and her protegee, Sir IValter Raleigh, lit- 
ilc more than an automaton. 

The character of Queen Elizabeth will be found more fully di.'.piaycd 
iliaii any other — and necessarily so — it stands in history so distinguish- 
<-‘(1 that it would lie impossible to pass it over slightly — every reader is 
acquainted with its peculianties — and the least deviation from history 
would be subject to censure. — In the present instance it is developed in 
A more extensive light than in any other play in which it is introdu- 
ced — 06 combining the dignity, yet familiarity — passion, yet gentleness 
— “j’cfineineiityyel vulgarity — the acuteness, discernment, quaintuess and 
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;;ciicral peculiarities that distinguished the mind and manners of Ihs . 
extraordinary woman. These nice distinctions have been chiefly git ail- 
ed from the very masterly cj^aractei' of her drawn by the novelist — aid- 
ed by sketches collected from the interesting memoirs by Lucy Aik in — 
and the general authorities of Holinshed^ Camden and others. 

The character of Amy is entirely fictitious, as nothing is luurd ot 
her in history, but her death— 'and of course nothing is either addt‘d to 
\»r detracted from, the enrliantmcnt thrown around “ her fair love’’ 

I he author of the romance. 

Of the general cunstrurtioii of the drama it is only necessary h.i\» 
it IS a compilation from the novel, — from a play of the same i;ariK 
printed nt lildinlmrgh— and from another acted and puhlisltcd in Lon- 
tlori, — aided hy scveial judicious iiifrodiictions from the p< ns oi I'm> «d 
mir leading draniatUls. — ^The principal deviation from the novel coii- 
MSts in tlic alteration of the catastrophe, which was origiiirdly suggf st- 
<<\ hy a great literary character of the Northern ('apital to the Fropii" 
♦ tors of Covcut-gardcii Tlieatrr, at the time they had in agitation ;• 
play on the subject. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I . — The interior of the Black Bear Inn^ at 
Cumnor. Gilks Gosling, Lawrence Gold- 
TjiiiEAB, and Guests discover ed^ drinkings TiiEs- 
SLLiAN silting alone at the fire. 

GLEE. 


O f all the birds on bush or tree^ 
Commend me to the owl^ 
Since he mat/ best ens ample be 
To those the cup that trowL 


For xohen the sim hath left the west, 

He chooses the tree that he loves best. 

And he lohoops out his song, and he laughs at his 
jest : 

Theft though hours be late, and weather foul 
fVe^ll drink to the health of the Jolly, JoiU^ owl. 

The lark is but a bumpkin fowl. 

He sleeps in his nest till morn; 

But my blessings upon the jolly owl, 

> That all night blows his horn : 


Then up zeith your cup till you stagger in speech. 
And match me this catch, though you swagger and 
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Ard drink (ill i/ou^wink^ my merry men each^ 

For though hour^e late^ and II eather foul 
We*n dnink to the health of the jolty y jolly owl. 

Giles. Well my merry guests, as long as I am host 
o( this good inn, the BlacK Bear at Cumnor — so long 
H ill I drink and sing with all true gallants, who are 
milling to find their own music, and pay for my li- 
quor. 


Fjntcr Cicely through d.i . 

Now, what woiild’st thou daughter Cicely ? 

Cicely. Marry father, there’s a strange gentleman 
at the gate, would ask whether you sell good ale. 

Giles. And what answer does he expect ? Ddes the 
man of enquiry think 1 would say no / tell him theie 
arc but four miles betwixt this and Oxford, and if ni) 
ale did not convince the heads of the scholars, they’d 
soon convince my pate with a pewter flaggon. 

Enter Michael Lambouhnb though D.r. and 
Exit Cicely. 

Mich. Ila ! call }ou that Oxford logic, th, mine 
host ? 

Giles. Aye, sir guest ! 

Mich. Come then, a table — then let the conse(|iienrc 
be a quart, and youi good help to drink it. 

(Lay\ his sKord and pi\toh upon ihctable^ and sits.) 

Giles Aye, weie it a gallon. — (Seeing his pistols.) 
— ^You ride well pro^ ided, sir ; — from the low coun- 
tries belike ? 

Mich. Aye, I have been high and low, broad «ind 
wide, far and near — Imt have you no friends in foreign 
parts, you’d fain hear tidings of ? 

Giles. (Giving a jug of ale.) Not I, sir, since 
ranting Kobih of Dry bandfbrd was shot at the Brill. 

Mich. No friend ? No kinsman ? 

ClUes. Why, aye : one wild slip of a kinsman ’ffto 
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loft us in the last jrar of Queen Mary, — but he is bet- 
ter lost than fouiul. 

Mich* His name, I pray you^? 

Gihs. Michael Lainbourne, my sister’s son. 

Miclu What ! the gallaut cavalier who was thanked 
at the head of the army, for his bravery, at Venlo ? 

Giles. It could hardly bo my nephew, for he had 
scilrge the courage of a hen partridge. 

Mich. The youth 1 mean was a likely lellow— and 
hiul a kawk‘'s e^c after a pretty wcpch. 

Giles. And the look of a dog with a bottle at his 
tail, — besides being branded on the left shoulder, for 
stealing a silver caudle cup from Dame Snort, of 
Hogsdilch. 

Mich. Branded ! S’death! w^ertthou not mine uncle, 
I should swear thou lied’st like a knave ! my shoulder 
is as iinscarred as thine is ! 

Giles. What ! Mike ! and is it thou in good earnest ? 
I thought so ; for 1 know no other would h ivc takrti 
the interest in thee to tell the bouncers thou hast about 
Venlo and — biitthou alwajs had’st atiaveller’s talent. 

Mich^ Well, 1 <Mrc not for thy weleorne, while I 
cairy this uhich w ill buj one. {Pulls out a purse ) 

Giles. Put up thy money; my siller’s son shall be 
called to no reckoning in my house, lor supper or for 
lodging. Hut is thy purse as well come b), as it seems 
well filled ? 

Mich I got it where it giew' : in the new woild, the 
Eldorado, where the urchins play at cherrv pit with 
diamond^ — wenches thread rubies for nceklaccd — the 
pantiles are pure gold, and the pebbles >irgin silver. 

Gold. {Rises and joins them,) By my credit, friend 
Michael that were a profitable coast to trade' to. 

Mich. The profit w ere unutterable, and thou m iy ’st 
trade there. Master Lawrence Cioldtlircad, if thou 
be’st the mercer ol' ALiu/don, and the same bi isk boy 
^who usedt<» help rat' to rob the Abbot’s orchard here. 

Gold. The same : and as brisk too, I warrant. 

Mich, ‘'fhen turn thy ready money into a tall ship ; 
Inn^v warehouse of goods under hatches ; put fifty 
B y 
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fellows on dock, with myself to command them ; hoist 
top-sails, and hey for the new world ! 

Gihs. TakO a fooF^ advice, Goldthread Icmpt 
not the sea, she is a devourer, and \>ouId swallow 
JjOiubaid street as easily as I would a poached egg. 
But come, Pll have a riapast ready, to which, in honor 
of niy scape gi ace nephew’s return, I will invite all 
present.— (7b Tressilian^) — Come, sir, I hope you’ll 
favour us ; it touches my reputation, that men should 
be merry in my house : (here be watchets abroad, who 
put evil mark oil strangers who puTl their hats upon 
their brows. 

Tm, {Rising.) There is no treason, surely, mine 
host, in a man enjoying liis meditations under the sh i- 
dowof his own lionnet. You ha\e lived longer in the 
world than I lune, and must know there are thoughts 
like spirits that will haunt us in spite of ourselves: 
howe\cr, those who are moody, like myself, «%hou1d 
ndt disturb the happy will dunk a round with 
you. 

Gihs, I thank you, sir — here ne])hew Michael. — 
Aye, now they are talking of their old companions in 
wickcdne«is.— awd Gohllhread (ovu foi^ 

^ prank or two of Mike’s. 

{Walks aside with Tre^sihan.) 

Mich. Why what a bead-roll of unlucky acquain- 
tance ha\c \su read me. And so, swashing N\ ill of 
W ailing foi d — 

Gold, Di(‘d the death of a fat buck, being shut by 
the diikc’b park keeper, at Donnington. 

Mich, And Prance of Pad worth — 

Gold, Pranced off! Goodman Thong and a ten- 
penny cord know how. 

Mich. And Hal with the plume — 

Gold. A pursuivant’s warrant robbed us of his com- 
pany. 

Mich. Then I needn’t ask after Tony Foster, whom 
they christened Firc-lhe-faggot, for kmdling the pile 
^ round Latimer and Ridley, when no man else would 
lend a light to the hangman, for love or money • 
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Giles. You mtistnU call him Firc-the-<fag'^ot now, 
unless you would brook ihe slab ; he married a Pro- 
testant, and is now master of the abbot’s palace and 
orclftird, which you used to rob. 

Gold, There’s mystery in that, mine host ; there’s 
a fair lady in the case. I’m told he scarcely lets the 
light of day look on her. 

Giles, Aye, thatstrangelady*-*iio one knows whence 
she comes, and every one wishes to know why she is 
so mew’d up. You’ve seen her, Master Cioldthroad ? 

Tres, f luleed ! pardon me ! — (Stfppres Hng his agi~ 
I at ion.) — I have no interest — but onr host says you 
hiive seen her — may I ask her description, Master 
Mercer ? 

Gold. She was young and bcautiful^but — I had 
little time to look, before Tony, with a cudgel in his 
hand, suddenly came up and asked me why 1 didn’t 
keep the public road. 

Mick, And did’sn’t speak tp hei^ as well as see her ? 
thou hast lost the rarest opportutiity ! » 

Gold, Take it thyself, then, blilly Mike — yonder is 
the enchanted mansion, lady ami aragon, all at thy 
service. 

Mick. Wilt thou bet a piece of Holland against 
thche five angels that 1 go not up to the hall, and force 
I'ony Foster to introduce me to the lady. 

Gold, I accept your wager — 

Tres. I would gladly pay halves of your risk to ac- 
company you. M 

Mich, Nay, Jiii it please you to sec a trout tickled, 

1 care not how many witness my skill. 

Giles Well, drink cre you depart, for your wcl- 
('ome at the hall will be somewhat of the driest. 
Should you get into peiiJ, send for me, Giles Gosling, ’ 
the head-borough. 

Mich, (2'ouching his sword,) 'I'his is my head- 
borough — so let’s along, sirs. 

^xeunt all but Giles and Tressilian through d.f. 

Trts. Mine host ! a word with thee 1 who is this 

B 3 
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Tony Poster ? and why such mjstery made of his fe- 
male inmate ? 

Gt/es. Is the door shut ? He was a papist, violent 
and cruel in Queen Mhiy^s rei^n — is now a precise 
and formal protesiant in Mi^abcth’s. He was servant 
to the abbot of Abingdon, is now master of his indstrr’:» 
palace: he was |»oor, — is rich, and—- with due reve- 
rence be it spoken — the devil only knows how. 

7'm» This adds to my determination to see the 
marif. 

6rfVer* Well, well, you go in bad company to ^(‘(k 
worse* 

ZVe^. Perchance this lady is hold unliwfujl^ his 
prisoner. And when is dangei more honouiable than 
in a g<md cause, or peril more worthy of pia^so tlian 
when it is fearlessly encountered to ensure the s<ifot> 
of the oppressed, and in endeavouring to raise the 
fallen and the helpless. 

lExii Tres$ilian and Giles^ ri.H.o. 

SC£JN£ Postern Oaie^ hading to the Manor 
Houses 

PnM Varney, xiith followed by (jiiLCOnv, 

Jj.ii. 


Pnr. Take tbis key, open the postern, then go back 
♦o Ojiir horses, and wait, at the cottage you wot of, iny 
lorded arrival. 

Chreg. And will not your worship, Mastci Varney, 
go round to the front gaU' ? 

Vai . Groom, is it thine to ask what my lord> fi iciid 
Will do? Begone — an’ he knew thy in*?fili‘nce ! 

Greg, He Will not know it unless youi worship 1< II 
him— or those strangers haply; tbi thcie are two 
’ the avenue, who may o\erhear us. 

pill take note of them ; away I tell thee. — 
^rtgory^ I-.n.] — Some drunken and bc- 
townsmeo, haply, who have mistook the 
kbingdon— I will observe what caution i$ pre- 
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Enter Lambourne and TressiliaKi r.h.s.e. 

Mich^ May I ask why you have shewn yourself so 
desirous to accompany me ? 

Tres. Simple curiosity I where be your motives to 
this enterprize ? 

Mich* Did I not look for pleasure or profit, 1 had 
not stepped astride within this manor ; for I promise 
you, 1 hold not our visit without some danger~fiut 
here we aic in the forbidden ground, and must make 
the best on*t. 

7 rev. That portal stands kindly open to the shrub- 
bery. 

Mich, In theni though the avenue seems dark as 
a wolf’s mouth* \^Exeunt into Postern gate. 

Var. {Comes forward.) Be yo'Whom ye may, ye^re 
safely caged my msisieTS*^{Locks portal cOtd takes out 
the kej/. ) — There was a tone of voice from one of them 
came o’er my ear like the accents of an old acquain* 
tance — yet 1 caught no distinct sound but that of 
‘^curiosity” — Curiosity ! ifthat bring ye hither, power- 
ful as it may be, it will requite a strongef force to get 
ye safely hence — this outlet is secure^l’ll to each 
other avenue, and then, unles<^ you should be devils, 
ye escape not. ^Exit^ u.ii. 

iSCENE 111. — dreait/ avenue leading to the man^ 

Sion, to li^luch is a po7cli,with a ticket and aheor^y 

knocker. 

Enter Trsssilian and Lambournc, l.ii. 

Tres, Thy friend hath indeed chosen a fortified 
and gloomy habitatioin 

Mich. Somewhat like the entrance of a county jail, 
where I once — pshaw, but that’s no matter, Foster 
seems to live in a den befitting such a fox. 

{Knocks thrice upon the wicket.) 

B 4 
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Tres. Thou art deteTmina 4 they shall hear thee, 
fiiend. 

Voice, ( From the wicket.') How now ! whaf want 
ye ? and on whose accioont ? 

Mich, On business of the state — to speak with Mas- 
ter Foster. 

Tren, How will you make that good. 

Mich, How would a soldier go on, were he always 
to eonsider how he should come Off. — {Door opens,) 
—See the door opens— with yodr worship’s leave. 

{Goes in.) 

Tres, Now honour and justice aid me. 

fJEri? afier him, 

SCENE Wir^TheoMhallin Cumnor Manor House, 

Enter a stern lookb^g €omestiCf followed by Lam- 

eoiTilNn and crosses 

to Aalfe As they foUbw^ she stops them by a motion 

of her hand^ then erftt through 11.11.0. 

Mich* WftM, 1 must say, good Fire-tho-fciggot, that 
were it not for one’s valour’s sake, and Master Gold- 
tfateed’s piece of Holland, 1 would rather be swilling 
^ claret with Giles Gosling, than be heic — but how- 
ever, Master Tressilian, here we are, and must not 
despair. 

ibs, (Without.) Strangers, siy ) oil, enquiring for 
me ? 

Mich, That’s Foster, sure enough. 

Fos, And where are these iinportuiicitc visitors ? — 
(Enters b.h.d.) — ^A t a late hour and by strange 
means admitted. Ye seek for Foster — ye behold 
him— say, what would je, gentlemen ? 

Mich, Nay, look not stern, man, surely jou’ve not 
forgotten your friend and comrade Michael Lam- 
bournc. 

Fbs, Ha! Michael J/imbourne! — and what dost 
|kov e^tpect from this intrusion ? . ^ 

^ Mich, A better welcoime than 1 am like ^ get— and 
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to learn by what device, jfbr feirly it could never be, 
thou cain*<tt i)osscssed of Cumnor Manor TIouse. 

Fos. Tell me, thou jail rat^thou wert a cunning 
gamester once — tell me the odds then, that 1 do not 
hurl thee from yonder window,, to the moat beneath 
it. 

Mich. Twenty to one. 

Fos. And why ? 

Mich. Because you dare not on your life lay finger 
on me — thou know’st it, Foster~and were there not 
that cause, yet am I younger and stronger than thy- 
self, and have a double portion of^ the fighting devil 
111 me, though may be not thy quality of ihe under- 
mining fiend who find^ covered wajs to his purpose, 
hides halters beneath pillows, and as the players say 

puts ratsbane into porridge.’* 

Fos. Na j, be not wroth — 1 jested with thee Michael, 
but whom hast thou there? 

Mich. A gentleman, of whom my unde at the Beai 
gi\cs excellent report. 

Fo^. Sir, for some moments I would ask jour stay 
in this apaitrnent — IVc a word for Lambournc’s pri- 
\ ate ear — but do not quit this chamber on jour life. 

Tres. Wh) ? 

Fo^. There might be danger, — (Tressilian puts his 
hand on his swotd.) — Naj, thy sword avails riot — I 
(ell thcc once more, not to leave this hall for the in- 
terior — thy way out, no one will hinder — a moment 
hence Ijainbournc shall see thee sale — come Michael ! 

lExit^ R.u.s.u. 

Afkh, Quit not thy guard for all his saying, sir — 1 
know him. 

Tres. Where is thy safety then in following ? 

Mich. {Drawing a dagger.) Here. 

[_Exit after Foster. 

Ties. And can it be, that among riifBaiis, she, once 
dearer than a whole world, to this torn lacerated heart, 
resides and willingly, the victim of a wretch I but no, 
^ no, no ! pray heaven my information may be felse, 
'&lse as~Ob, memory, hence 1 torment not him who 
B 5 
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«corns himself as he will soon be scorned by others, for 
stooping still to love-— well, be it 90-*riny heart, and 
soul, and faith are ber’s alone— nor will 1 leave pur- 
suit of the object of my purest, most devoted affection, 
though henceforth she can be to me but a thing to 
weep over. 1 cannot bid the bright star again sparkle 
ill the sphere from whence it has shot — but I will save 
thee from thy betfayer — be here or where thou wilt, 
I will dedicate my life to restore thee to thy parents 
and to (hv God. Hark ! what noise ? 


{MujKes himScelfup in his cloak. — open^ the 
fmding'-doors in the centre, and advances 'play- 
fully towards Tt essilian.) 

Amy. Nay, nay, jou go not — after I have waited 
for you so long, do you come to my bower to pl.iy thi' 
masquer. You may well hide your eyes— jou are ar- 
raigned of treason to true love, and must answer it at 
the bar of fond afiection with face uncovered — how 


say you, guilty or not guilty ?—(She draws the cloak 
from his face, and on seeing him starts astonished .) — 
‘Tressilian!* 


Tres. Alas ! Amy, you need not fear me ! 

Amy^ Fear you ! vvhj should I fear you ? or where- 
fore are you come to my dwelling uninvited, sir, and 
unwished for ? 


Tres. Your dwelling, alas ! is a prison your dwel- 
ling ? Guarded by one of the most sordid, but not a 
greater wrelr^ than Iiis employer. 

Amy. This mansion, sir, is mine — mine while 1 
choose to inhabit it — and if Uis my pleasure to live ac- 
eluded, who shall gainsay it ? 

Tres. Y’our father, madam; your broken-hearted 
foiher, who sent me in quest of you, with that autho- 
rity he cannot exert in person. Behold his letter, 
written while he blessed those pains of body, which 
iboine what stunned his agony of mind. 

Jlmy. Pains said you ? Is niy dear father ill then ? 

Tres. So ill that your utmost haste may not restore 
,Us health— but al] shall Jbe instantly prepared foryour- 
departure. 
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Amu. (With hesitation.) Tr^ssilian, I cannot, must 
not — dare not, leave this place— at least, not now — 
return to niy father, tell him within tw’clve hours I will 
— obtain leave to come to him^-tell him 1 am well, 
and happy, if I could think he was so, and that his 
poor Am\ is now greater than she dare name. 

T? es. Indeed ! 

A nil/. Go, good Tressilian— t have injured thee 
too, but believe me I have power to heal the wounds 
1 Claused. 

Tres, Oh heavens! 

Amy, Yes, yes, I robbed you of this childish heart 
which was not ‘worthy of you, and I can repay the 
loss with honour and advancement. 

Do you say this to me, Amy ? Do you offer 
me idle pageants of ambition, for the peace you rob- 
lK‘d me of? Yet 1 come not to upbraid but serve and 
free yon. 

Amy, Have I not said I’ll come— haste with (he 
news — I’ll come as sure as there’s light in heaven — 
that is, when 1 have gained permission. 

Tica, Permission! to visit your father on a sick 
])ed — perhaps his death-bed — Permission ! and from 
whom ? a villain ! who under the disguise of friend- 
ship, stoic thee, basely stole thcc from thy 'good fa- 
ther’s loof. 

Amy, He whom thou speak’st of wears an honour’d 
<tWOid, as sharp as thine ; nay, sharper, \aiii man. Go ! 
do mine errand to my father, and when he sends again, 
let him select a messenger more welcome. 

TVe?- Tell me, for thy reproaches rao\e me not— 
yet tell me — has he a husband's right ? 

Amy, Stop thy unmannered tongue ! To no ques- 
tion that derogates from my honour, will 1 deign an- 
swer. (Crosses to ti.H.) 

Tres. Thou say’st enough in refbsing to comply — 
with thine uninfluenced free and natural will, thou 
caust not choose this state of slavciy. Nay, start not— 
bound by sotne spell, entrapped by art, thou may’st be 
Here- detained, but iu the name of thy excellent, th}— 

B 6 
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1 repeat it, thy broken-hearted father, 1 corumand 
thee follow me. {Approaches her.) 

Amy. Help, help ! save me, save me i 

Lambournb imdFostER rush on n.H. Tres- 
sihan stands on the defensive. 

Fos. What have we here ? Ijady, what make you 
out of bounds? Retire I there’s life and death in this. 
And you, sir, leave the house, before ray da^gin* and 
your worship become acquainted. Draw, Michael, I 
say, and rid us of the knav e. 

Mich. Not I, on my soul, Master Firc-the- faggot. 

Fos. ( Very firmly and aside to Mich,) Haik >e, 
lOriend Michael — forget that name and the passage Uiut 
relates to it, if you would not haveoiir newly rexived 
comradeship die a violent and sudden death, 1 can and 
will prefer thee to the service of iny patron. Now, as 
you know me firm, do as I bid ye, and remember — ’tis 
Anthony Foster ^ho is now speaking to thee. 

Mich. Well, well.— (Cro5?cs to TrtK^ilian .) — 
Harkye, comrade, you must de[)art. Vanish. 

Tres. Away, base ^room ! And, madam, fai'o you 
well what life is left in your father's bosom, will de- 
part at nty mournful tidings. l.h.s.c. 

Amu, (Following,) Tressilian ! sav no scandal — 
be not rash ! 

Fos, Her^^s proper gear! Go to your chamber; 
lady — go I 

Amy. [Haughtily.) Not sir, at your command. 

Fos. Pardon this freedom, lady, but you must ! 

Amy. Must ! this shall be answered sir. 

M.D. 

Fos. Answered! I fear so — marry and which way — 
curse on that meddling coxcomb — see him hence Lara- 
bouriie, as thou would’st hope to thrive by w hat 1 have 
proposed thee, while I go pacify yon headstrong 
lady. Haste, draw thy sword, Michael, and after him. 

' / I [A?rfV M.D. after Amu^*' 

A/trA. ril see him safe out of Flanders, but as ior 
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hurting a man 1 have drank my morning’s draught 
with, damme that’s clear against uiy conscience, 

SCENE V. — View of Cummr Manor ffouse^^A 
door in fiat E 4 U. practicable* 

' Enter TnassiLi^air^ l.h. 

Tres^ ’Tis the villain Varney who stole her from 
her home : would I bad him hand to hand, that, he 
avoids. The only means then h^fl me to save this 
lovely victim, must rest in her father’s appeal to (he 
violated laws of bis country. Sure I have lost my j[)ath 
— no, yonder poii»tern, though not the one by which I 
entered, may — (Tiiesikepostern but finds it fastened.) 
—which way then ? 

Var. (Opening the postern and coming forward.) 
Not this way, stranger, till 1 know whence thoucomest, 
and wlio thou art.— Treasilian! 

? res. Varney I 

Var» W hat make you here, sir ? 

Tres. Nay, Varney, what make you here? Arc you 
here to triumph over the innocence you hnye destroyed, 
as the vulture comes to batten on the lamb ; oraie you 
come to encounter the merited vengeance of an honest 
man — draw and defend thjsclf. 

Var. Thou art mad, Tressilian, I swear to thee by 
every oath that priest can make, or man can utter, the 
lady hath received no injury from me. Be satisfied— 
thou know’st 1 can fight. 

2Ves. I have heard you say so, sir, but wish some 
l^etter evidence. 

Var. ’Tis here then. 

(Thej/ fight — Varney Is disarmed and falls.) 

Tres. Give me instant means of relieving the victim 
of thy treachery, or take thy last look of creation’s 
blessed light— nay— 

(As Tressilian is going to stab Varney^ Lam^ 
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bourne rushes in and strikes up 

Tressilian^s sword*) 

Mkh, Ha ! come, come, comrade, more than enough 
is done — ^put up your fox — my unde and the Black 
Bear growl for us. 

Tres, Off! Abject! darest thou come between me 
and my enemy. 

lUkh* Abject ! Abject ! this shall be paid for with 
cold steel) wfien another bowl of sack has washed out 
the memory of former folloiirship^mcantinie begone 
~wc are two to one. 

Tres^ {Throwing gold to Mich,) There, caitiff, is 
thy wages for work, not fellowship, thou shall not say 
thou wert my guide unpaid for. As for ^oii, sir, we 
shall mei^t again w here there arc none to come betwixt 
its. 11- H. 

Far. Now, sirrah, whence came you — why call 
that madman comrade ? 

Mkh* I came from Foster. 

Far. Wlierefore ? 

Mich*. Not for thanks ! else I had gone away with- 
out mine errand. 

For. Pajrdon, I did not mean to slight thy service 
—here’s gold. — {Gives purse.) — Is lostcT, too, thy 
comrade ? 

Mich. Sworn friends, as haft to knife. In short, I 
am retained to serve one Master Vaniej — who com- 
missioned hijn lO seek a trusty squire. 

For. True— behold thy master, and having pre- 
served his life, for which V\\ make thine prosper, the 
next piece of service 1 require from thee is to follow 
yon gallant — sec where he takes earth, and bring me 
word to the mansion. Remember, to deceive were 
death — act truly, and thou shaft be nobly dealt by. 

\^Eiil through postern, 

Mkh, Nobly indeed By Heavens it rains no- 
bias— we may have them for gathering, and if I earn 
not my share of such glittering dew-drops, may my 
» Wd melt like an icicle, \_ExH b . h . - 
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bCENE VI, — A splendid apartment in the Manor 
House. 

Enter Amy and Janbt h.h. 

Ja. Nay, dear lady, threat not my father, for tho’ 
rough ill speech, he means you better than some ^ho*e 
words are kinder. 

Amj/, Varney for instance — that all accomplished, 
outside of a friend^ray lord esteems him ; but I 
could tell thal of him would lose him favour* 

Jfl, Do not SO, ^ood lady ; leave him to Heaven, 
which in its own tmie punishes the wicked* 

Amt/. And must 1 keep terras with a mean retainer, 
wife as I am of his master and his patron, ? but hark 
— surely I heard a signal-^no— yes— tis his footsteps— 
my dear — dear lord— (iZwsAfwg* to door L^u.)~Pooh 1 
^tis but Richard Varney. 

Enter Vaknby l.h. 

Aye, lady, tis but Richard Varuey — yet even the first 
grey cloud should be acceptable, because itls the mes- 
senger of the blessed sun. 

Amt/. Comes he to night ? then — Janet we must be 
brave. 

Far. You scarcely uill have timc;*he’s close at 
hand, and e'lc becomes — if I dare, lady, I would ask— 

{Janet is about to retire*) 

Amt/. Janet do not leave us. 

Vat. ’Tis of secret import. 

Amt/. Stay close at hand, but out of earshot — [Exit 
Junet\ n.H.] — Now, sir, be brief. 

Far. You have this day seen Tressilian. 

Amt/. I have — what then ? 

Vat . 1 do conjure you, by all of good you hope for, 
let not my lord suspect — 

A^. Su^ect ! Tressilian came from my dear fii- 
(her, who js ill— nay, he said dying. Oh J jvhy stays 
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tbos my Lord, whose leave I wbh> to see aad cheer 
my parent. 

Vttr. Yoor fSither’s Illness must be sudden then: a 
mesBcnfi^r sent by my lurd and now returned, left the 
' spood Kniffht onhorselmch in the field, cheering his 
beagles wh the wonted jay* Tressiliaii forged this 
newax'^ hath his reasema. 

jijnjf, ITou have a CourtW conscience. Master Yar- 
I ney, and yotir veroeity wilt not impede your progress^ 
1 in the #oil(l-~sttch as it is-.-but Tressiliaii ’s conscience 
* {$ of another mould : the world thou Speak’st of has 
^ not, whit liould briire him firom truth and honor. 

Var. Nay but lady I— 

For this my Cither Ipved him — fur this I 
would bare loved him — ill could > and wherefore shall 
1 not apeak his woilh liefore my husliand’s friend — lie- 
fore osy husband’s selt~ before the world. 

For. And with this openess would you tell my lord 
Tressilian has diacoveied your residence, so anxiously 
conceajed, and had an interview ? 

Amy, Aye, sir, andevery word that passed between 

ns. 


Var, And yet a husband who has his secrets and 
who so atlmtly guards you — 

Amy, Thinks me worth giiaiding : and when I’m 
weary of my seclusion here, 1 shall tell it to himself : 
and ifl blamefiiUy have kept one secret from him ’twas 
upon your 8<*!^ount, bold man — but listen — ’twas his 
horse’s tread entering the court yatd. (Croises to l.h.) 
Var. It cannot be so soon. 

Amy, Nay, stay me not — ’lis he. 

Var, Yet what 1 spoke in duty— you will not turn 
to prejudice and ruin of my — {Seizing her robes,) 
Amy, Content thee man, content thee — quit my 
jrpbe, thou art too bold detaining me — ^Anay! tear 
think not of thee. [Fait l. h. 

Vat- Kdro in that frame of mind, till thou shall learn 
how much thou host to fear. Thou know’st not yet 
thy mad ambitioua lord, nor shalt thou Varney, till 
^h’rt iu his power. * [Font l.a. 
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SCENE VII.—Eirfer/or of the Blaeft Bear Inn at 
Ctmnor. 

« 

Enter Tbbssilian and GiiiSS GosLiknfrom door 
in Jlat. 

'Eres. Nay, but my geatle host, Tm ill at ease : your 
potent sack makes you too frgcand you intrudeou me. 

Giles, I know my time and plaod as well as e’er a 
merry landlord in England.— Intrude qitotha ! there 
may te worse intruders, good sir guest ; rpy hang dog 
kinsman is watching you, and has asked which way you 
ride. I know he means mischief when he looBS so 
pleasantly. IT on have done something to oftbnd some* 
body, and you’ll be way laid and taken a4rantage o^ 
somewhere On your jouiUey. , 

Tres. Thou art a true man, and I’ll deal frankly 
with thee. These men are but the agents of a more 
powerful villain than themselves. 

Giles. You mean master Richard Varney i ‘ 

Tres. The same, mine host. ■ * ' > 

Giles. Then for safety’s sake look wdttMyouisetf: 
your horse is ready, here’s your score and you shall 
come and I hank me in better time. 

2)res. 1 thank thee heartily. This gold will^ pay 
thy score ; give‘ the remainder to pretty Cicely thy 
daughter. 

Giles. She shall taste thy bounty, sir. Go not that 
way, — this will lead you to a stable more remote than 
where you led your steed. 

Enter Cicbly from Cottage. 

Here, Cicely — she will direct you/“I bade her wait 
you — she never betrayed man, woman or child. 

Tres, And may man never have the ingratitade to 
betray so kind a damsel ; but thou look’stt pale. . 

CVc. With need, sir. No less a man than Master 
Richard Varney, who has hired mycoosm, is speaking 
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angrily wbere he little thought 1 heard of you, sir, they 
wait your going forth. 

Tres, (Drawing his staford.) S’death! 

Giles. It shall not b(*»>4he lady you would serve 
perhaps might snflet^Nay, nay, I pray you. 

2Ves, Come, sweet Cicely. Doubt not mine host, 
but I will requite thy courtesy. 

[JSiritwitA Ciceljf Ii.h. 

Giles. Bequite — well let him — an he never do, I 
shall be still requited beuter here, than by an Archbi- 
shop’s reckoning — iLaughtet tj,u.) — How now! my 
guests are mad ; and to sity the truth they’ve made me 
rather noncompos — {Laughter ttgoin) — well saidboy s, 
now they wont hear my young mends footsteps, 'who 
1 hope -iyill tread as soft as if hetrod on ^gs for boards. 

{Laughter again') — Now, by Queen Jfcss they’re co- 
ming ( and, ’tis well he’s gone— 

Enter LamuoukMb, Golpthubad ondGuBSTs/rom 
House. 

a * 

Here’s a gallant, sit sulky in his room, and 
not eowHttHfea: hfe sHmw of the wager. 

Gold, Whkish I am so ready to pay him— Host, 
’where is he 1 

G<hM ! taken his horse ; left his reckoning, 
an^tog j^^ h tj? t>art of the wager might be laid out in 

G(M, Like a true gentleman as he is. 

Mich. Gone ! by my kilts thru I’ll fetch hun back. 

Oiies. Stir, an’ ye dare. 

Mich. Stand out of the way, old round about. 

[f.'areV r.h. 

G&es, Gentlemen he’s gone olT, lest you should ask 
Ibr his share to he spent. 

GM. fie Lamh^nie— Eh ! where is he ? 

Gf/es. Tfaeroysteihtg rogue I— help me to seek him 
luends. 

Guests. Ayu— -eome. i&c^MCl/'eamtwithoutn.u.) ^ 

Giles. My aaoghter Cicely 1 
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Enter Cicely struggling with Lam bourne 

Cic. Father ! Good neighbours — is it not a shame 
to be so treated ? 

Giles. Hark jeSir Michael or Sir Fool-^ when next 
ihey thank jour valourshli) at the head of an army at 
Veulo, tell them among other exploits of your bravery 
111 the house of your uncle, to his unoffending daugh- 
ter, and add, that if it were not for contempt of thee, 
and respect for my guests, l*d treat thee like the brag- 
gart knave thou art. 

Mich. O, there’s no harm in kissing a pretty wench, 
but come Master Ijawrence, let’s ha\c a merry stave 
and then we’ll go in and finish our ilaggon. 

FINALS. 

SOLO. — Everaed* 

See the smoking bowl before us^ ' 

Mark our jovial happ^ ring ; 

Roundi and round take up the chorus 
And in raptures let us sing. 

CHORUS. 

A fig for what is past— forget it^ 

Stlli/y silly ang€r\ vain ; 

Let piide and soui ill naturpfret it 

JVt the generous ooblet drain. 

SOLO.— Giles Gosling. 

What is title? what is treasure? 

What IS reputation's care ? 

If we lead a life of pleasure 
^Ti$ no maJtteii^ now or where* 


90 
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CHORUS. 

A Jig for what is past, ^•c* 

END OV ACT t. 


ACT II. 

SCCNE 1 . — A superb roomin Cunuior House. 

Lbioimtbr and Amt sealed on a couch. Janet, 
FotHTRR, <tnd VAftNRr distmcred, attending. 

A 

LA. Wc thank you, {Hendii t Rtid most our pretty 
Janet { and wMl for aiyhile relieve you of attendance. 

\M*eittnt Varney, Foster, and Janet, e.h. 
Amy, 1 QBlW seen my noble earl visit this obscure 
andsecNitAowei', in all his knightly array and orna- 
ipents, S||id 1 tvduld fei^ sit in one of his princely halls, 
and seel^n enter dressed in sober russet, as when un- 
known ho his Amy’s heart. 

LA. The sober russet shall be donn’d to-morrow. 
A*i(<yf Ub'e-<<ibnt shall I go with you to see how the 
riehnew nf your dwelling will suit your peasant’s 

habit ? ^ 

' Leu One day, yes love ; nor can’st thou wish that 
ddy More ardently than 1 do — but as yet it crinnot be. 

Atmy. i^t why? this more perfect, Uninterrupted 
anidtiji which yon say you wish, and which the laws 




“» Lei. iKdh thill uf'What you do not understand— 
iplw toil U| oadnts aantud a mountain of loose sand, 
alN dare mafa» twlitii Ijli oome projecting rock assures 
awesting place) 1 ata thht yet secure, and at present 
,Jtt own my matiiage WOhld h« fietiaib ruin. 
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Amy, Let me then share the siecrat with my &tber 
—they tell me he is ill* 

Leh They ! Who ? has not Varney informed yOu 
he follows his wonted exercise i Who then has dared 
, create these thoughts i 

Amy. Of no one has dared — but, my lord^ may I 
not be assured, by mine own eye-sight, of my other’s 
health ? • 

Lei. Be consented, love, thou canst not now have 
communication with thy fether, or his house — were 
there no stronger reasons-»<*yon Cornish man, your for- 
mer suitor, TJfevanion, or IVessilian, or whatever his 
name may be, haunts it, and would know all. 

Amy. (Impressively.) My father is an honourable 
man — and if wc can pardon omschrs the ill we have 
wrought Tressilkin, 1 will wager the coronet 1 am one 
day to share with you, he is incapable of relurnitig 
injury for injury. 

Lei. 1 will not trust him— by my honor 1 would 
rather the foul fiend should Intermingle in our secret, 
than this Tressilian. 

Anty. And why, my lord ? 

Lei, Madam, my will should be suifficiimt— speak 
not of him, , 

Amy. Then, what if I had seen him ? 

Lei. If you had you would do well to keep that in- 
terview as secret as what is spoken at confessional— 1 
seek no one's ruin ; but he w ho thrusts him on my se- 
cret privacy, were hetfei look well to his future walk; 
the bear biooks none to cross his awful path^ 

Amy . f Terrified. ) A w ful indeed ! ^ 

Let. Nay, trust me, thou'rt i>ale, myloVe; forgive 
my warmth, and ask aught else, involving less than 
fortune, fame and life — hast thou no other wish ? 

Amy. Nothing, ray lord — my love ! something I 
would have told you — but your anger has driven it 
from my recollection* 

Lei. Reserve it till a ftature hour then ; go to thy 
chamber, and barring what I dare not, cannot grant, 
^f I refuse thee any other boon, it must be more than 
Englahd.can fulfil. \Exitf l.h. 



AS 

)Amy, Wliat meatHi tfaia pliI()itation-~siuking ter- 
j; rotJ i am a wil^l liltiQ no ca$t amy — nor yet be- 
trayed— -yes, wife to JBngland’s hope— Yet I am a 
daughter— but I reflect that 1 deceived my father, and 
asa preiMsnt punishment for past ingratitude, am bound 
in fettdnii which restrain me from tearing the dark 
veil from his honoured sight, and cheering him with 

Father, 1 am innocent !” [^Exil, riii. 

» SCENE n*' — Garden Front ttfCumnor Manor House, 
Enter VAftNttV, b.h. ^ 

Var, Dark as my inirjHJSC is, it leads to utter dowii- 
fidl on tlic one hand, or sure prosperity on the other. In 
amoment of Bacchanalian madness, I made an avouai 
of love to this lady — I ^tas repulsed — and have hated 
mvself Over since, almost a$ sincerely as I hate her in 
wno«e power it places me. * Tis in each courtier’s 
mouth, the queeit adores the earl— had he no wife, he 
might be king of England, and then the generous lici- 
cester~ 

Enter LEichsTcn, r.u. 


name 


pro- 


Lei, Soliloquisfilng A'araej ! and my 
noil need ! 

Var, Pardon, my lord — but when my patron’s ho^ 
nour, and his vdfe’s fame — 

Lei, No more^—unlil thousa)’>1 — who is the object 
of pursuit— Upon whose track, as I learn, some of my 
Tortants have been despatched. 

Var, Did not my lady say Tressilian had — 

Lei, Tressilian! fiends! No — she but hinted — 
but it cannot be — she dare not — 

Var, Her openness of mind I’m sure would tell 
you all that she knew ; indeed she promised it— and 
when he came, while you were absent, sir — 

Lei. Tresilian came — and thou not strike him dead ! 
jK ^r . 1 drew on him^ my lord, and he on me— and 
hqjoot ni j foot slipped, he had not been again in your ' 
Jords]i|f|^)'s path. 
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' Lei. Sacred heaven ! 

Vat. I thought their meeting had been all in ho- 
nour, and that she Would have told — 

Lei. I vvi\l return— 

Var, lu heaven's name, my lord, think you may 
bc^ot too late to meet the queen, who now holds court 
at Woodstock, TressUian by ibis time may be there, 

Jj('i Should he or Amy’s father seek the queen— 

Vw, No danger — I believe TressUian thinks your 
Countess my wife ; and if 1 dare propose so bold a 
hazard, such report among the courtiers might — 

Lei. Hold ! iny Countess, for an histant mistaken 
for tne wife of Varney ! 

f^ar. Nay, gracious lord — 

Lei. Shame on thy speech, and mj too ready car — 
( To hiimelf ) — the king pf England ! 

Var. ’Tis what most man already stile you ; but I’ll 
back to Cumnor and take such precautions that the 
Countess ne’er again shall see Tressiliaii. My lord, 
my l(*rd — pray lot your quickest speed bring you to 
luec't her ma^^^ty. 

L(i. J'ollow me then — what fell contending passi- 
ons tear me — My wife ! my Amy — love another ! but 
yesterday I thought Elizabeth and Royally the sum of 
liuinau happiness — and now — w(*re 1 already rob’d — 
the hand of England’s glory grasped in mine ; (ilobe, 
Stepirc, Throne, all within iny power, I would resign 
to be but that Tressiliaii. \^Ex€unt l . h . 

SC^'ENE. III. — The Court at Woodsloch. 

Qui.nN on the Throne. — Nobles^ LadieSy Guards^ 
Maids of Honour y Sfc. ^c. — Flourish of Trumpets. 

Queen {With a memorialin her hand.) My Lord 
of Sussex, we have read this suit, and will give instant 
hearing. 

Lei. (Without n.a.) Reptile, retire,— and learn 
the hand that raised can criisn thee. 
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JSnler^ L.u. Si, fallowed by St^ Thomas BowYKa. 

Queen, Why how now, Bowycr ? thy courtesy seems 
strangely timed. 

JBow, (^Kneels,) My liege Sovereign, I came but to 
ask whether in discharge of my office, I am to obey 
your Highness’ commands, or those of the Earl of Lei- 
cestef, who publicly menaced me for denying entry to 
one of his followera, in obedience to your grace’s pre- 
cise orders* 

Queen, S’death, my lord, what moans this? wc 
have thought well of you, and brought you near our 
person, but not (hat you might hide the sun from 
other faithfnl subjects. Who gave you licence to con- 
tradict ol^ordeis, or controul our officers ? 1 will have 
in this c^t— *aye — and in this realm, but one mistress 
and no n^er \ Go, Bowyer, you have done the duty 
of an hoKt man* My lord, look to it, he sustains no 
harm, o#8s I’m Christian woman and crowned cjneen, 
I’ll hold you dearly answerable. 

Sus, {To Raleigh.) My Lord of Leicester has for 
once his merits. 

Queen, What I say to my Lord of Leicester, I 
also say to you, my lord of ISussex. You must also 
ruffle in the court of England, at the head of your 
proud followers. 

Sus. My followers, gracious lady, have indeed ruf- 
fled in your r^use against rebellion — but 1 knew not 
that your highness — 

Queen. Do you bandy looks and words with me, 
my lord ? methinks you might learn of my Lord of 
Leicester, the modesty to be silent, at least under our 
censure. My grandfather and my father suppressed 
such retinues ; and think you because 1 wear a coif, 
their sceptre has in my hands become a distaff ? 1 tell 
you no king on earth will less brook his court to be en- 
cumbered by overgrown power, than she who now 
speaks with you !, My Lord of Leicester, and you my 
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Lord of SiisscXj I coriiiiiaiul you to be friends, or h} 
the erown .1 wear, you’ll find an enemy too strong for 
both of jou. 

Jjci. Madam, you who are th(‘ fountain of honor, 

. linow what is diie <o mine. The terms on which i 
stand with my Lord of Sussex have not been of my 
seeking. 

'Sns. liCt Jjeiceslcr say — in what 1 ever injured 
him, that 1 could not justify on foot or horseback. 

LcL My hand loo is as ready as that of any man 
wlioever wrote himself Ratclitle. 

0/((t'n. My lords, no tiiore — ha, ha i these arc no 
terms fitting this presence. Sussex, \ in treat — Leices- 
ter, I eonmiand you — wlrit stuhltorn both ! Sir 
Henry Lee, have a guard ill readiness. Once more, 
my lords, 1 bid you both join hands, and — s’dealh, 
he that refuses, shall taste our tower liire, ’ere he see 
uur face again I Til lower your ])roud hearts ere we 
part, and t|j,.> I promise on the word ofa QiK^en. 

Lr/, A jirison might be borne, but to io^e your 
grace’s jiresence, >vere to lose light and life at once. 
Sussex \our liand. 

( 77/e./ meet in (he centre of the stage an ft Join 

hands '. ) 

(yhtcor [Rh(S(i)nl conie> fonrard ) ’’I'is well — 
\ay Sussex, speak not, this is as it should be. TVovv 
to this memorial : my Lord of lA'iceder, \ou liave a 
genth‘inan i/i your housedu^id, calk'd Vaim'). Il(‘ hath 
seduced the daughter ofa good old knight, Sir Hugh 
Robsart, ofLidcote Hall, and she hath fled with him. 
My fjord of Leiceslcu* are jou ill, that you look so 
deadly pale, or is it possible, can fear of nty displea- 
sure, have wrought so deeply on you ? think not, noble 
Hudley, we lilame thee for the folly of thy retainer; 
w^e know thy thoughts are otherw iae employed. He 
who would climb the eagle’s nest, my lord, cares 
* not wdio arc catching linnets at the foot of the pre- 
cipice. 

Sns. (To Raleigh.) Mark you that ? what would 
^^avc sunk a retainer of mine ten fathmns deep, wii! 
^^nake him. float more easily. c 
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ItaL Nay, ^^ait ra> loid. 

Qiieai. liut istlicro moio in tins than wc non sc<‘ — 
or than you, my Iggrcl, wish wc should sir ? wheie 
this \ avupy ? w ho saw him ? 

Bow. (Advamhig,) An’il ploase your grace — it h 
th^' sain/' I now irArj».d. 

Qiteeft, /in’it please me ! but it does nut please me, 
that he should pass saucily into our presence, or IhUv 
you should exclude from it, one who came to justify 
himself from ail accusation. You think yourself a 
marvellously greiit man, because but now we chid a 
nobleman on youi account : but after all we hold you 
but as the lead weight that keeps the door fast. 
this Varney hilliei. Tliere is one Tressilian also men- 
tioned in the petition, let them both come belbie us. 

Sus. Madam, they arc here. 

Efiic) Varney, L. 11. D. Tressilian, r.ii.o. 

Qmen, (To Varnej/,) Is it true, Sirrah, you have 
seduced to infamy, a young lady ol birth and breeding, 
the daughter of Sir Hugh Robsart, of Jjidcote Hall ? 

Var, There liave been some love passages betwixt 
myself and Mistress Amy Robsart, 

Queen. Love passages ! thou art a marvellously im- 
pudent knave ! art th<ai iiiariied to the girl ? 

Var. Yes. 

Lei. Th^u fake villain ! (Aside.) 

Queoi. Nay, nay, my loid, we will by your leave, 
stand bctwwn tins iellow and your wrath. Did your 
master, my Lord of Leicester, know of tliis fair work ? 

Var. Gracious madam, to speak heaven’s truth, he 
was the cause of all. 

Lei. Thou villain ! would’st thou betray me ? 

Queen. Ila ! ha! sjieak on — speak on — here nr 
commands arc heard but mine — (To the lords .) — fill 
back ray lords — and now do you speak on. 

Tar. He hath of late so given his thoughts to medi 
tation on a ceilain packet. 

Quceti. What packet, and from whence ? 
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Var, From whence, mnclam, I cannot guess, but I 
arn*so near to his person, that I know he has ever sgice 
worn suspended round his neck, and next to his heart, 
a small lock of hair. 

Thou art a prying knave to watch thy mas- 
ter so closely ; but what colour might the braid of 
hair be tliat thon speak’st of? 

V^(n\ \ poet, inadain, might call it a thread from 
the golden web wrought by Minerva ; but to my poor 
thinking, it was paler than even the purest gold — more 
like the last parting sunbeam of the softest day in 
.s]}ring. 

Queen. Why you are a poet yourself, ''laster Var- 
ney ; but I have not genius quick (Uiongh, to follow 
your rare metaphors. Look round these lailies — is' 
there — is there here in this presence, any lady, the 
colour of whose hair reminds thee of that braid : for I 
would fain know, what kind of locks are like the 
thread of Minerva’s wob — or the — what was it ? the 
last rays of the May-day sun. 

Var. 1 sec no tresses in this presence worthy such 
similes — unless where I dare not look on lliern. 

Queen. How, sir knave, dare you intimate — 

Var. Nay, madam, it was the beams oftlie May-day 
sun, that dazzled my weak sight. 

Queen. (lO to, go to — thou art a foolish fellow. 
Look ye Master 'rressilian, a bolt lost is not a bow 
broken, and since V arney’s married, 1 cannot aid your 
suit. 

Tres. Madam, it should sleep, and with it my re- 
venge, but that I hold Varney’s word no warrant of 
the truth. 

Var. Madam, my sword — 

Queen. Peace you knaves, both — know you where 
you are ? my Lord of Leicester will you warrant, that 
lie hath married this same Amy llobsart ? 

Lei. To the best of my belief she is a wedded wife. 

Tres., Gracious madam, may I request to know 
under What circumstance this alleged marriage— 

' Queen, Out Sirrah ! alleged marriage ! have you 

. • c 2 
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^ not the word of this illustrious lord ? but Ihou art a 
lostx — or think’st thyself such at least ; and iliou shall 
meet indulgence. My Lord of lieicester, 1 trust you 
remember \vc mean to taste the good cheer of your 
Oistle of Kenil worth : and we ])ray you bid our good 
and valued friend, the Earl of Sussex, to bear us coni- 
pany. 

Lti. If he will honour me — 

My health, madam, of late hath — 

Qitec?i. 1 know it Sussex, and you shall have our 
jdiysician, and that we may see he does you good, we 
docomniand yon follow^ ns to Kenilworth. And now, 
luy lords, another word with you — Tresilian andV arney 
are near your persons — see they attend us too. Here 
'^lueak we olf my lo^'ds — Varney, thy wife must be at 
Kenil^^orlh, forthcoming at our order. Master Tres- 
silian, you will be near at hand. J^et this be looked 
to— my liord of Sussex, and you my Lord of Jieiccster, 
together with Lord Hurleigh, we require your pre- 
sence, at the ])rivy council, to be held ibrthwilh, 
Mhere w e debate on matters of importance. The rest 
retire and wait awhile our pleasure. 

\_l'loiirish of Trumjnts. — Eccennl Quecn^ Lei- 
center^ Sussex^ and Burleigh ^ h.h. Lords and 
Lm//e5,u.ii .s.K. Jiatmers and Guards^ u.H.ir.t:. 

F«r. My jdan will ripen. Ihl now to Cuninor 
ohhe instiJ'-.i, fast as my swift steed will bear me, 
llring her to Kciiilw orth ! Oh no, that would spoil all — 
how' to prevent it — aye — the drug — she must be in- 
disposed — and then, my lord, his anger soon will 
pass, when I’ve done for him what he wishes, without 
the courage for its execution — but for me I’ll not Ix^ 
servile without recompcnce ; and when iny master’s at 
the giddy height, which 1 must help him to, I’ll cast 
him down, unless the humble footstool he now treads 
on, be equal with his throne. Nay, I know that of 
him, wou’d e’en now shake his credit with the queen, 
and cast him low'cr than the poor worm, Varney, 
1^. Now then to horse — ambition, hatred, love of power, 
« all strike their stings as deep into my bosom, as 1 
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^\\\\ plunge my roAvels into thy side — on good horscj 
on, the devil urges us both forward. i^.n. 

SCENE IV. — The Avenue Entrance as in Act 1. 

Enter Wayland, disguised as a pedlar y with a bas- 
ket of waresy u.u. 

JVffy. It’s not the first time I have ventured hither 
Avitli iny wares, but never yet have found a purchaser, 
except indeed, pretty Janet, the daughter of ugly oh! 
C^M’beriis. 1 think I shall pass in this garb and do my 
master’s errand u?isuspected — now to obtain some no- 
tice. 

SONG. 

Comcy girls y girls, hay ofm// fincrj/. 

Ribbons and Eaves , so fine and so gatj ; 

Pins, needles, bobbins and tzoinerr/. 

All that holiday beauty display. 

Come boys, each call his favorite here. 

My pack is too heavy, my pocket too light ; 

And if of my goods, yoti my budget zoill clear, 

EU stay and dance u'ith yon the rest of the nighty 
Co)ne girls, girls, Sf^c. 

Enter J ASET , from Gate. 

Jan. Pedlar, 1 have bought of thee and found thee 
honest. I and my lady Avill buy again, if thou uilt 
convey this token to Cicely, the daughter of Giles (ios- 
ling, ill the village*, and say her friend Janet would 
see her about what she knows of. 

fFay. ’fis my place of lodging — I’ll go quickly — 
but will you not first buy, or ask my lady— 

Jan. No — Ibr were it not too much to ask, I should 
beseech you to seek a certain gentleman — 

IVau. I know the man you mean— the young Tres- 
^siliaii IS his name — he sent me hither to watch over, to 
preserve — in short, if possible, to see your lady. 

c 3 
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Jan, I fear slie will not see you ; if she coaid — 

Waij, Give her this ring*, fear not, this May, she 
Jias some friends at work — nny sc(‘ni to buy — and 
.should I gain admittance, \ou shall thank your kind- 
ness to your lady’s cause. 

Jan, {Aloud,) \V'cll pedlar. I’ll shew these goods, 
but I am sure iny lady wants them not. 

'{Exeunt TVaj/lnndy singing, and Janet, through 
the Postern Gate* 

SCKNE V. — A Hall hi Cumnor IJoit-c, — Side door, 
I..11.S E. and centre door, — Couch, r.h.s.k. 

Enter Amy, it.ii. 

Am^, IIow weary am 1 of this solitary grandeur ! 
of w hat value are these jicarls, with which 1 deck my 
tresses ? when I put but a fre.'^h rose-ljTid in my hair, 
at Lidcotc Mall, iny good lidher would cidl me 1f> 
iurn, that lie miglit the* more admire me — t!a* kiiid old 
curate too, and poor 'J'ressilian — hut it a\ails not now 
do think of him . — {A distant bugle, L.ii.) — Hark ! it is 
fvCMcester ! it is my noble Earl 1 it is my Dudley 1 evju y 
clang of his horse’s hoof, sounds Iik(‘ a note of lordly 
nnisic. 

J'os. May it please you, niadiim, Richard Vdirney 
hath arrived, having ridden at sj^rd, amlcra\e:>lo 
>jK*ak with year ladyship instantly. 

Amij, Varney ! and to speak wi(h me — pslia ! 

Enter V^auney, L.n.s.ii. 

Well, sir. your tidings from iny lord ? good heavens ! 
no answer — can he be ill ? 

Var, No, madam, no — permit, 1 lake breath— be- 
sides, we’re not «doiie, and my lord’s message is to 
yourself. 

Amij, Leave us then — remain witli your daughter 
in the next apartment, and within call. 

{Exit Foster, L.ii.s.i:. 
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l ar, M y lord regrots that lie cannot repair to (>uin- 
nor, for the reason, that the queen is now on hefl jour- 
iioy, to pay the long-talked-of visit to his Castle of 
Kenilworth 

Amt/. Indeed! and brought you no letters from 
my lord, intinialing this to mo ? 

Var, My noble master’s situation at court will pre- 
vciU yonr ladyship visiting Kenilworth, as the Coun- 
tess of Leicester, and a circumstance has occurred to 
render it still more irnpracticablo. 

Amy. And what is that, sir? 

Var. Vour ladyship must know what the world in 
general believes of jour situation. 

Amy, And what may it bo, sir ? 

Var. They say yon left your father’s liouse — but 1 
shall oifend voii if 1 go on. 

ulniy. Nay, go on ; 1 must learn to endure the evil 
reporl, which ray folly lias brought on me. 1 am ac- 
counted, 1 suppose, the paramour of Leicester 

Var, Men say other names ; and such report hath 
reached (he queen; from the share 1 had in uniliiii*’ 
you to my lord, they impute even to me, feelings w hich 
I could never entertain ; and such in open court, the 
queen accused me of; and has ordered (hat your lady- 
ship on such account, meet her forlhwith at Keiiil- 
vwirlh. But my lord’s letter will explain all. 

{Cures Iter the letter.) 

Amy, {Heads.) Conjure — reasons — honour — life. 
— bear at Kenilirorth the name of Varnej/,^^ — {Is 
going towards the door — Varney stops her.) — Stand 
Irom the door, sir, I command you. What ho! with- 
out there! Janet alarm the house ! Foster break open 
the door! I am detained here by a traitor! Use axe 
and lever. Master Foster ! 1 will be your warrant. 


£w/er Janet a?id Foster, l.h.s.e. 

Ja . ' In truth’s name, what alls your ladyship ? 
Fqs\ What in the name of satan have you done, 
c 1 
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Vat, Nothins: — only conveyed my lord’s commands 
— which if the hidy list not to obey — 

Amy. {With <?wcrg;//jNow, by yon heaven, Janet, 
the false trailer lies in his throat ! f^ook at him, Janet 
— in his g-arb he shows the outside of a gentleman, yet 
comes to say, it is iny wedded lord’s commands that 
in the public court at Kenilworth, betbre our maiden 
queen and England’s peers, hi‘tt)re my carl himseff, I 
should acknowledge him — him there, that menial 
lacquej*^, as my lord and husband ; for ever furnishing 
against myself, great heaven ! whenever I would as- 
sert my right, such weapons, as w^ould hew niy claim 
asunder, e’en from the very root oii’t, and dc'siroy my 
name as honoured matron among English nobles ! 

Far, Yet there are reasons — must they be exposed 
— must my lord’s confidence — 

Amy, It is misplaced, let me go Janet — were it the 
last word I have to speak I would repeat he had bis 
own vile ends to answer — VVou’d I were a man! for 
only space enough, to make thy craven tongue confess 
it’s villainy ! hence! thou art my scorn so much that 
I am ashamed to have been angry w ith thee. 

Ja, Oh! lady, could this passion lead to good — 
(Foster leads Tumiey to fro)d of stn^yc and the 
foUoiDinsr dialogue is spoken very sioic.) 

Fos. How is this, Master Varney r 1 thought the 
devil ambition !iad been your master. Men* an* tn*a- 
chcry and lust to sliare his empire ; art thou possest 
witli a legion ? 

For. No matter, Foster — ’twas a false step and 
must be redeemed by a bold one — hark’ye, thou shalt 
bear a cup to yonder lady — tetch me that, flask I left 
ill thy hall — ’tis a choice cordial of my own preparing, 
’twill soothe the bitter agony of that haughty coun- 
tess. 

Fos, A choice cordial of tliy brewage — be cup- 
bearer thyself. 

Far, {Seizing his arm.) Anthony Foster! as thou 
values! thy title to this mansion and its lands, thou 
hadst better ob<5y ; for if thy lease be recalled and the 
star-chamber summon thee-^ 
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Pos. You place ruiii before me — and ifidotliy 
Inddin^ — 

V(i}\ A fair woman sleeps to wake at heavens plea- 
sure*, aiid Anihony Foster has the freehold of Ciimnor 
manor. 

los. 'File devil is busy within rac. 

. V ar. Listen to his counsel — he seldom comes emp- 
ty handed — aiid thou hast profited by them ere now. 

Fos. It sliall be done. 

J’ai\ Thou art discomposed — thy hand shakes — 
this way — {Crosses to i..h.) — come a cup of wine will 
w\arm tlu'e — and 1 will ^ivc thee oth(‘r reasons, and 
tell thee what to sa) — come, come man, 

{Drn^s L.n.s.K.) 

Amt/, 1 have onniJisked him — cold-blooded calcii- 
iatinir ktia\e — Oh ! «laneL there is no safety ibr me 
here — I will escajH* from Cum nor. 

Ja. Whither! how 1 

yhnt/, I know not how, or where, or by what means 
but I am C(u*taiii the power I serve will not abandon 
me to wicked mem 

J(t, My father is stern — true to his* trust — yet dt 
not think ho ever would — 


Enter Fostcu {in iCihl agiiafionzeiih salver and cup A 

1j • 11 .s • h. 


Fos, I am come — madam — to — 

Ami/. I see, sir, you arc come— tell me at once to 
what pur|K)semy privacy is again disturbed, 

Fos. 1 — that is, madam, you have been discompo- 
s<'d and I — deemed — a few drops of— a rich cordial 
restorative might be needful 1 — I am charged by the 
earl to have an especial care of your health. 

Amt/. J3e sure, sir, you do not mistake that charge 
— did the earl desire you to give me of that cordial ? 

Fos. Surely, madam — 1 was so commanded — ( Via* 
kntli/ agilaled.) — no, no — J am not one to act without 
command. 

c 5 
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Amij, Then, sir, if it be my lord’s command, I 
will not hesitate to taste of it — 

{About to take it^ token Janet^ who has icafvhcd 
her father^ rushes between them.) 

Jan. Father, give me the cup — I will fill for the 
countess — (Fills.) — That which will benefit niy mis- 
Iress; can do n6 hurt to me. Father, I drink io you. 
( Foster rushes to his daughter^ and snntchhig (he 
goblet from her hand^ stands in a state of wild 
irresolution glaring on her.) 

Fos. No, no, not thou my child — niy dear, dear 
child. 

Ja. This is strange father — may 1 neither serve my 
lady nor myself? 

Amu. For whom, then, is this precious beverage 
intemled ? 

Fos. Speak not to me — 1 am wild — my brain is 
giddy — my heart is bursting. This heart, though 
iraught with guill, can still admit remorse. Hence to 
the devil who brewed thee. — (Throws away cup.) — 
Touch it not — ’tis venemous! — ’tis poi — Oh! mad- 
dened wretch ! — (Striking his forehead.) — ’Tis poi- 
oi-son ! (Rushing wildly out.) 

Ja. Oh, mercy, mercy ! 

Ainy. Weep not for me, dear Janet. 

Ja. No, oh no — ’tis not for you I wTcp — *lis for 
myself — for that unhappy father — those who are dis- 
honoured before man, condemned by heaven, have 
cause to mourn, and not those who arc innocent. 
Farewell, lady, farewell. 

Amy. How, leave me, Janet ! desert me in such 
peril ? 

Ja. (Kisses her hand.) Desert you, madam! De- 
sert you ! may my hope of bliss desert me when I do. 
Uady, shake off despair — your liberty’s at hand. 

Amy. Ah ! my kind Janet ! dare 1 to think ? 

Ja. Think but of life and justice— escape is open 
to you. One, \Vhoni I deem your friend, waits at the 
postern in the park with means for flight — this ea- 
trance leads to him. Have you courage ? 
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Amy. But may not this prove some still darker 
snare ? 

Ja^ No, madam ; sure as your guide is good Tres* 
siliaii’s Tricnd, and bearer of (his ring. 

Amy, Tressilian’s friend ! then will I trust myself 
into his charge as to a guardian angel I 

Ja. But whither go you ? 

Amy. To Kenilworth. When England’s queen 
feasts in my husband's halls, his wife methinks should 
be no unbeseeming guest. 

Ja. Pray heaven a welcome one. 

Amy. Yet am I to lose thee, Janet? 

Ja. I would fly with thee as willingly as bird e'er 
fled from cage — but 1 must remain, (hat they may 
think you here till past pursuit. — (Brtrto s a cloak and 
casket from r.h,) — This casket holds your jewels and 
your guide is now impatient. 

Amy, Janet, I will requite thee — iTanct, fare thee 
well- 

Janei opens door in flat and Wa yl.\nd appears. 

Way. Softly and quick — a moment sets us free ! 

Ja. And heaven deal with you at your utmost need, 
as you are true or £ilsc to this most injured and most 
helpless lady. 

Way, By heaven and this ring ! 

{Noise heard^ l.ii.s.e.) 

Ja, Someone approaches — quick — away, away ! 

[^Music, — Exeunt Way land and Amy at centre 
door— Janet closes the door^ and listens to their 
retiring steps — then casting herself with iw- 
tense fervor on her knees^ exclaims — ) 

She is saved — saved from murder ! and 1 — I am her 
preserver! 

(Music.— As she clasps her hands and elevates 
them in thanksgivings the curtain falls.) 


END OP ACT II. 
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ACT 111. 

SCENE I , — A View of the Plcasance of Kenil^ 

zcorth. — Distant shouts heard, as the Curtain rises. 

E/i<er Tjiessilian, l.ii. 

Tres. Proud Kenilworth, where mighty Leicester 
rules, and where Elizabeth, to day, will .add the grace 
ol Royal presence to thy splendid towers, how far in- 
ferior arc thy dazzling charms, to the dear Jong loved 
shades of Lidcote; one sweet flower bedecked both 
Bower and Hall, and that sweet flower was Amy — wi- 
thering now, and unregarded in a villain’s arms; but 
here come those whom love has never wounded — how 
ill accords their mirth with what 1 feel, 

Enter Nicholas Blount {^rotesquelf/ dressed) and 
Walter Ralkigh. 

Blount. Aye, ayo, say your say, talk as you list, 
Master Walter, speak your mind Master Raleigh— the 
Queen herself shall judge — she’s coming, and I’ll ven- 
ture my lands against thy learning (and that's a heavy 
bet) that my apparel wdll be duly esteemed by her. 

Jtal. That it will, Master Nicholas— Worthy 
Blount! and jil make appeal to Master Tressiliaii, if 
thou art not in the right. 

Tre^. Quite right, however it be — but now, wheiice 
come ye ? 

Blount. From Warwick — but have changed our ri- 
ding suits, and would have thee do the like, Tressili- 
an — ^'Fhc Queen likes not a sloven — Look at (his — * 

{Strut ling about. ) 

Ral. Did’st ever see how his villainous tailor hath 
appareU’d him ? Blue, green and crimson, with carna- 
tion ribbons and ydlow roses. 

. Bkfunt. I bade him do his best and spare no cost — 
^ tte knave had brought me home such a simple doii^ 
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t)lct as Raleigh’s, I’d have beat his brains out with his 
own pressing iron. Colours are the mode here, and 
if we must be fools — let us be fools of the first lasliion ! 

RaL (To Tres,) But why hast thou not thy brave- 
ries on! 

Tres, I am not long arrived — but I will hasten. 

Blount. Do 1 pray thee — we arc to receive the 
Queen in the great gallery, and we are to remain in at- 
tendance while her present suite doff their riding suits 
— there is nothing her majesty dislikes like unchanged 
boots. 

RaL Or a soil’d cloak ! 

Tres, Except thine, which thou did’st spread in 
the dirty kennel for her to step on — and for which she 
has ever since called thee Squire lack-cloak and ifthou 
tak’st not good care thou wilt get Knighted for it. 

Rnl, I fear not — come what may. 

Blount. Nor do I feaVy but 1 hope — A Knighthood 
with this suit of cloaths might give some Lady a title 
worth her looking after. 

RaL Aye, Lady Sir Nicholas — but ccunc we’ll to 
our posts'; Tressilian make good haste — you’ll find 
tis ill the hall, where if you come not, you may miss 
good promotion . — [ Exit ii . h . 

Blount, I’rn now merely a simple gentleman : but 
with such a suit, were I once made a Knight and any 
knave should dare to call me gentleman^ 1 would go 
near to break his coxcomb for him — make good haste. 
‘^(Going up to Tressilian and shezoing him his dress.} 
This is your only chance, depend on it. [ Exit r.u. 

IVes, 1 wish thy suit success — Now to my chamber. 

Enter Wayland, l.ii. 

Way, O, my young Master I I’ve such news for you. 

Tres. Ha! my trusty Wayland, *art thou come! 
speak ! hast thou succeeded ? My Amy ? 

Way, Her escape from Cumiior has prosper’d to 
your wish ; and the Lady is now within the walls o^ 
Kenilworth. She has been shewn (as many strangers 
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of appearance are) to an apartment, and is determined 
to make appeal against Varney to the Earl of Leicester. 

Tres, Will betake sides against his favorite fol- 
lower ? 

W'aj/, Faith — that I know not — but she has writ- 
ten to him a letter, as she styles it, of the greatest im- 
port to her tame and fortune — and said you’d get it 
given to him — here — no — there — well — but just now 
I had it. — I must have left it in that doghole yonder 
they’ve given me for a chamber. 

Tres. S’death, hast thou lost it ? 

Way. Lost it! oh no, ’lis in my pack — 1 will go 
fetch it. 

Tres. Quick then— I will but dress and wait thee 
here — bnt stay, what lodging hath tlie Lady ? 

Way. When w'e meet again I’ll shew it you. She 
press’d so much to see Lord Leicester that they gave 
her the chamber of a gentleman, not likely to return, 
before my Lord wou’d find a time to see her. 

Tres. Away then, seek thy letter. — Way» 
landy L.H.] — Amy here! she shall not want pro- 
tection — I’ll even throw myself at Leicester’s feet — be- 
seech Elizabeth — but soft — I may not thus appear be- 
fore her— but if the heart could be display’d and only 
gain respcci, how many well dress’d worshippers of 
fortune would shrink behind plain homespun honesty. 

l^Exit n.H, 

SCENE II. — A Vaulted Chamber in Kenilworth 
Castle — {Door in Flat.) 

Enter Aun l.h. 

Amy. ITiis rapid journey and its dreadful cause, 
my actual presente here at Kenilworth all, all appear 
to be a vision— has Leicester got my letter — will be 
eome — but, there are footsteps— should it be ray hus- 
band — Inspire me Heaven to act with honest firmness, 
!ind him to grant me justice. 
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Til ESS ILIAN D.p. 

Tres. A Lady licrc ! 

Amj/. Trcssiliaii ! why come you here? 

Tres, Nay, Arny, why come you here, but to claim 
that aid, w'hicli far as one man’s heart and ana can 
reach, shall instantly be yours. 

Amt/, 1 had ungrate fully forgot — I owe my safety 
to your care, and his you sent to me — pray be content, 
with my heart’s best acknowledgements, and leave me. 
I’m now near one whose love as well as law oblige him 
to protect me. 

Tres. The villain then hath done you the poor jus- 
tice remaining in his power, and I behold the wile of 
Varney. 

Amy. Of Varney ! hold my heart — should it yet 
be really my husband’s secret and his safety depending 
on my silence ! till 1 have his answer, I will for once 
be prudent. 

ires. Instead of having a protector, you are desert- 
ed by the wretch to whom you have attached yourself. 

Amy. Wretch! 

Tres. Aye wretch ! why else are you here left alone ? 
you need protection, though you will not own it, and 
in my arm, as in the representative of your excellent 
and careworn Cither, on the very threshold of this 
Castle gate you shall meet Elizabeth, and her first 
deed ill the Halls of Kenilworth, shall be an act of jus- 
tice to her sex and subjects. 

Amy. Not for the worth of all that’s under Heaven ! 
Tressitian, you were 'ivont to be generous. — Grant one 
request, and if it be your wish to save me from misery, 
from madness, you will do more by the promise 1 ask, 
than Elizabeth can accomplish with all her power. 

Tres. Any thing for which you can alledge a reason. 

Amy. Oh, limit not your boon to reason, for I am 
mad — ^my cause is madness, and frenzy must guide the 
councils which alone can aid me! I am now awaiting 
the Commands of one who has a right to issue them*/ 
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The intervention of a third person (of you above all) 
will be haply death — wait some few hours till you 
hear from me — but your solemn promise. 

IWs, 1 have remarked when in thy better days, o- 
thers have called thee girlish and wiltull, that, under 
that external semblance lay deep feeling and strong 
sense; in this will 1 coidiile, and give, allho* I like it 
not, the promise you require. 

Anuj. As joii are a man of honour — 

VVrAT. A)e, can 1 do more for you ? 

Generous Tressilian ! You have promised 
and the time may come, when I may yet convince you 
I have des^^rved this attachment. {Cannon fired off\) 

Tres. Hark ! the queen is now entering Kenil- 
worth ! 

Anij/, Away, away ! and heaven prosper you ! 

\_tjxeunt Tressilian^ ii.n.D. Amij^ L.n. 

S(3£NE Til. — The Hall of Audience in Kenilicorth 
Castle, — JSfarch in Orchestra. 

Mnler Elizauktu, in Procession^ h.h.u.e. Tressi- 

Uan in his plain travelling dress comes on l.ii. 

Lkic ESTER and all the court kneel to the Queen. 

Banners lowi rcc/, <S’C. 

Queen, l^?ylord, you mock us with apologies, nor 
will wc hear your thanks; where we have caused so 
much of princely cost for our reception, ’tis mine to 
thank you and your noble friends. But who is he 
who stands so fiir aloof from those, whose better fash- 
ioned dress gives cause for such removal from his 
neighbours ? 

Lei. A gentleman, madam, who is — 

RaL {Stepping forward,) A poet, madam. 

Queen. I might have guessed that from his careless 
»arb. 1 have known some poets, Master Raleigh, so 
careless, as to throw their velvet cloaks into the dirty 
road . . . 

RaL Perhaps — the sun — dazzled their eyes and 
^|(idgments. 
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Queen.' Peace, fialeigli, peace — I asked (he gentle- 
man’s name — you tell me his profession only. 

RaL Tressiliiin, madam ! 

Queen. Trcssilian ! He was our suitor on behalf of 
Amy Robsart, and we had ordered her attendance 
here, which Varney undertook for. Is the lady pre- 
sent ? 

Kei. Slie is not, most grtacious madam. 

Queen. Not here ! we were to execute a piece of 
royal justice, which interests us as a woman as well us 
in our charge of mother, and guardian of the English 
people — your retainer is accused of seducing to infamy, 
and from lier marriages promise to IVessilian, a young 
lady of birth and breeding, the d.mghter of a knight : 
Varney promised to produce her — our orders w'cre 
strict and positive, my lord. 

Lei. And should have been obeyed, but that the 

lady V^ariiey, step forth. — {Varney advances.) — 

This gentleman will prove the incapacity of the party 
to aitenJ your royal [)rcsence. 

Var. {Kneeling and presenting papers.) These at- 
testations, madam, arc from a most learned physician, 
and a devout Protestant of credit and of substance— 
(3nc Anthony Foster, (in whose house she now slays) 
and prove that dangerous illness unfils her for such a 
journey. 

Queen. That alters tlie matter, — let Tressilian come 
forward ! Master Tressilian, we have much sympathy 
for your situation^ since you have set your heart on the 
young lady: but wc cannot comrii iiid the affections of 
a giddy girl, nor controul the sickness withw hich these 
testimonials say she is afflicted. 

Tres. Under your majesty’s favour, those certifi- 
cates speak not the truth. 

Queen. Ha, ha ! How, sir ! impeach the voracity 
of my Lord of Leicester ? but you shall have free 
hearing : for in our presence the meanest of our sub- 
jects shall be heard against the proudest : and tlie least 
known* against the most favoured; but beware you 
spccikjiot without warrant. 



42 KENILWORTH. 

Tres. Madam, I had — {Aside.) — 1 had forgot my 
promise. 

Qucni. I see, sir, that your better thoughts correct 
your rash assertion, which would dispute an evidence 
sanctioned by the noble Karl to whom this Castle ap- 
pertains. Varney, or rather you my Lord of liciccs- 
ter, for the affair becomes your own ; what evidence 
have you touching these certificates ? 

Var. My JiOrd of Oxford, madam, and your ma- 
jesty’s physician. 

Quern. Then, sir, I trust you are content. We 
will endeavour, ere the night be older, to reconcile 
the lady to her father. You’ve done your duty, some- 
what more than boldly; but we were no woman had 
w'e not cbm]3assion t()r wounds wliich true love detils ; 
so we forgive your audacity and your unclean boots, 
witlial. 

Tres. (Rushes to the QueerCs feety and seizes her 
robe.) As you are a Christian woman, madam — as you 
are crowned queen to do equal justice to your sub- 
jects — as you hope yourself to have fair hearing at the 
last bar, to which we must all plead, grant me one 
small request — give me but six hours interval to prove 
that these certificates are false as hell — 

Queen. Let go my train, sir ! — the fellow is dis- 
traught ! — And yet there’s something strange in his 
demand. \v^hat wilt thou do, if in that given time 
thou can’st not confute a fact just proved so solemnly ? 

Tres. ( Rising up.) Lay down my head upon the 
block. 

Queen. Pshaw ! thou speakest like a fool ! What 
head falls in hmglaiid but by just sentence of the Eng- 
lish laws ? Wilt thou, if thou should’st fail in the at- 
tempt, render a good reason why thou undertak’st it; 
and will the lady thank thee, should’st thou do so ? 

Tres. The lady— yes — that is — if she permits— 

Queen. Now; by the soul of the Henry’s, this is 
eitlier^oon struck madness, or very knav^. Take 
cterge of him ; have him away. — fEa^it Tressilianj 
L.H.] — We wish we had seen the beauty 
make such havoc in a wise man’s brains. 
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Blount. * It^s all owiiig to those damned bools of his ! 
But Walter, has the queen asked who I am ? 

Ral. Peace, wilt thou ? 

Queen. And now, my good lord, to make amends 
to your faithful servant, V'^arney, and for the satisfac- 
tion of the lady’s father we shall confer an especial 
nrark of grace upon him. Your sword, my Jjord of 
l^cicVster ! — {Leicester gives the queen his sword .) — 
Richard V^arney, come fbrlh and kneel down. In the 
name of God and St. George, we dub thee knight! 
Be faithful, brave, and foriunatc — Rise up, Sir Ri- 
chard Yariiey ! And now at the request of our cousin, 
w^c w ill join as his couipaiiion whosoever he may name. 

Sus. {Kneels.) Most gracious madam, as a warm 
friend, and distinguished scholar and soldier, I would 
name Tressilian, but that late events — 

Queen. I am glad, sir, you are thus considerate. 
VVe should be in our subjects eyes mad as the brain- 
sick gentleniaii himself, (for we ascribe his conduct to 
no malice) should we choose such a time to do him 
grace. 

Sus. Then, madam, I’ll name my master of the 
horse, Nicholas Blount, a gentleman of fair estate and 
name, who hath well served in the Scotch and Irish 
wars. 

Blount. (Aside.) I’ll make my tailor’s fortune. 

Ral. Hush ! for heaven’s sake. 

Queen. He certainly spends more time upon his 
toilet than Tressilian. V^arney and Blount, 1 w'ould 
they had named another better tliaii cither. 

’ ( Looking at Raleigh.) 

Rut. (Advancing.) Madam, w^c hope, since two 
great peers have each named a brave gentleman, you 
will permit the ladies of your court, the honour of pro- 
posing one more candidate fur knightly honour. 

Queen I were no woman else. 

RuU Then in the name of these fair ladies present, 
we do request such rank for Walter Raleigh, whose 
birth, exploits, and promptitude to serve our sex with 
sword and pen, nobly deserves distinction from us all. 
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Queen- Your boon is granted, ladies! ’Squire Lack- 
cloak shall be good knight Lack-cloak, ai' your re- 
quest. Now gentlemen advance, and martial music 
grace the ceremony. 

{Grand flourish, — Leicester presents his sword 
to the Queen, Blount and Raleigh kneel — 
Tchen Elizabeth raises the sword, knights than, 
and the scene closes,) 

END OF ACT 111. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The Grotto in Kenilworth Gardens, 
Enter Amy, l.h. 

jdmy. Abused, insulted ! niy asylum forced by 
drunken inmates — by the creature too of the wretch 
Varney. Where, or to whom apply to find my lord — 
if I could see my guide, I w^ould learn whether my 
letter was delivered, even could I see Trcssilian.— 
{Bugle.) — Great heaven ! the bugles close at hand ! 
nay, nay- ilieer thee, Amy, ’tis but the revellers pre- 
paring for the chase — and see the queen — the queen 
with Leicester too,, and smiling on him, and this way 
coming— hide me gentle shade, till recollection teach 
A\hat part becomes — not poor betrayed Amy, but the 
wife of Leicester ! {Retires into the grotto.) 

Enter Queh v and Leicester, l.h. 

Leices. Had I terms to paint the deep devotion. 

Queen, No-Dudley, no, it cannot be ; I must be 
mother of my people only. — Other ties that make the 
lowly maiden happy, her sovereign must not know — 
to me they are denied — were 1 as free to seek i^iy.hap' 
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pi ness then — then indeed — but, go, delay the chase, 
delay it but for half an hour, and leave me, my lord. 

Leices, Has then, my madness given you such 
"offence ? 

Qiteen, No Leicester — not so — but it is madness 
which must not be repeated \ go till I can r(‘gain the 
calmness youVe disturbed — go — but go not far from 
hence, and meanwhile let no one intrude on my pii- 
vacy. — {Leicester hows and Exits l.h.) — Ah ! were it 
possible, were it but possible — but no, no, my hopes 
would have it so perhaps, but then — ah, no — Elizabeth 
must be the wife and mother of England alone. — 
{Sees Amy ) — How now, fair nymph of this lonely 
grotto, art thou spell -bound and struck with dumb- 
ness by that chill enchanter men call fear ? we arc hi'* 
enemy and can reverse his magic; speak, we com- 
mand thee — kneels in gm/f agitation ) — What 
can this mean ? and what woiildst thou have with 
us ? 

Amy. Protection ! 

Queen. ’I'is the right of every daugh^r of England, 
while she is worthy of it ; why, and in what is our 
protection wanted ? 

Amy. I, 1 scarce know how to accuse — alas ! tilas ! 

I know not. 

Queen. This is but folly maiden ; the sick must tell 
bis grief to the physician — nor are wc accustomed to 
ask without an answ’er. 

Amy. I request then- I implore — I beseech your 
protection against one — one Varney. 

Queen. Wliat Varney ? Sir Richard Varney, the 
servant of Lord Leicester ? What are you to him, or 
he to you ? 

Amy. 1 was his prisoner — he practised on my life — 
and I escaped to, lo 

Queen. To throw thyself on my protection — thou 
shalt have it, that is, if thou deservest it. Thou art 
the daughter of Sir Hugh Robsart, of Lidcote Hall ? 

Amy. Forgive, forgive me, Princess ! {Kneels.) 

Qiievi. For what should I forgive thee, silly wench r 
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for bcin" the daughter of thine own faiher ? Thou art 
brain-sick, and I must tell thy story for thee. Thou 
didst deceive thine old and honour’d father,- thy look, 
confesses it : cheated "JVessilian ; that blush avows it , 
and married this same Varney. 

Anty, {Rises,)^ No, madam, no ! as there’s a 
power above, I am not that sordid wretch — am not 
the wife of that contemptible slave, that most delibe- 
rate villain ! 1 am not the wife of Varney — I would 
sooner be the bride of destruction ! 

Queen, Wliy gad-a-mercy, woman ! Thou cans’t 
talk fiist enough when the tlieme likes thee. Tell me, 
for by God’s day, I will know whose wife or paramour 
thou art — speak out and speedily. Thou wert better 
dally w ith a Lioness than with Elizabeth. 

Amjj. The Earl of Leicester, knows — yes, he 
knows all. 

Queen, Ijciccster ! the Earl of Leicester ! woman, 
thou art set on — thou dost belie liim ; he takes no keep 
of such a thing as thou art ! Tliou art suliorned to slan- 
der the noblest Lord and truest hearted* gentleman in 
England! But were he dearer to us, thou shall have 
thy hearing in his presence. Come with me — What 
ho ! who waits — Come hitherall — Where is Lord Lei- 
cester ! Where is Lord Leicester ! 

Enter Li:icbstkr, a// the Courts n.ii, and l.u. 

Oh, you arc come in good time, my Lord ; know you 
this woman ? Leicescstcr, could 1 think thou hast 
practiced on me — on me, thy Sovereign — thy confi- 
ding, thy too partial mistress, the base and ungrateful 
deception thy confusion surmises, by all that is good, 
false Lord, that head of thine were in greater danger, 
than ever was thy father’s. 

jLei. (Rises,) My head cannot fall, but by the sen- 
tence of my peers ; to them will 1 plead, and not to a 
princess, who thus requites roy faithful service. 

Qtieen. Ua, ha, iny lords ! we arc deded I think — 
defied in the very castle we bestowed on this , proud 
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man ! My Lord of Shrewsbury, you are marshall of 
Enp;1and, attach him of high treason — cousin of Hnns- 
den order out your band of gentlemen (Pensioners to 
take him into custody— villains make haste. 

Hun, And your grace may order me to the Tower 
to-moiTOW for making too much haste — beseech you 
be patient. ^ 

* (jMcen. Patient! — God’s life thou know’st not of 
his guilt ! 

Ami/, He is guiltless, madam — no one can lay 
aught to the charge of the noble Leicester. 

Queen. Why, minion, saidst thou not that he was 
privy to thy whole history ? 

Amt/. Hut never to a thought, would do me harm. 

Queen. W ornaii ! say who moved thee then to this, 
or my w rath shall wdthcr and consume thee like a weed 
in the furnace.. 

Enter \ ARSEY, l.u.u.e. 

Now', what means this bold intrusion ? • 

Var. {Kneeling.) Pardon, my liege, pardon — or let 
your Justice fall on me, so you but spare — my noble, 
generous, and guiltless master. 

Amjj. Nay, deal with me as the worst criminal, so 
I am s[)arcd the sight of that unutterably shameless 
villain. 

Queen. Tlicti Leicester may not be to blame : why 
sweet-heart, what hath this false knight, as thou wilt 
have him, done to thee ? 

Amu. Oh worse than sorrow — worse than injury— 
1 shall go mad if 1 look longer on him. 

Queen. Beshrew me, but 1 think thou’rt mad al- 
ready. My I^ord of Hunsdeii — you are a father — 
take care of this young woman ; see her in safety, till 
we may require her future presence. — ( Ladies advan- 
cing.) —Ladies under i^ivour no — you have all (give 
heaven thanks) sharp ears and nimble tongues. ‘Our 
kinsman Hiinsden, has ears of the dullest, and a tongue 
sornewhat rough, but of the slowest. Hiinsden, let 
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none have s])eech of her till it befits what may be fur- 
ther known. 

Hun, By oiir lady, though a rough nurse*. I'll prove 
a kind one to her — she is a lovely blossom, and shall 
be safe with me as one of my own lady birds of daugh- 
ters. 

Amy, Mercy, mercy ! 

{Falls into the arms of Hunsden who bears her 
off, U.H.) 

Queen, Sir Uichard Varney — speak — explain this 
riddle. 

Var, Your majesty's piercing eye has discovered 
the meidal malady which 1 would not suffer to be in- 
serted in the certificate. Master Foster, from whom 
she escaped, with art peculiar to such patients, is 
here at hand to — 

Queen, Another time. She railed jipon you bit- 
terly. 

Var. Such |)i*rsons, madam, arc most inveterate 
against those, who in their better sense, they hold the 
dearest. 

Queen, So we have heard and noted. Come, my 
lord, you are offended with us — and though we\e 
cause to feel offended loo, )et we’ll take the lion’s part, 
and be the first that shall forgive. 

Lei, {Respectfully talcing the Queen! s hand ) I 
cannot have the pleasure to forgive, since you can do 
no injury. 

\^Flourish, — Exeunt all hut Varney, r.h. and 

L.H. 

Var. Amy has brought me to this crisis. There was 
soiuething (1 wot not if it was fear or pity) that 
prompted me to save her, but ’tis now decided, ami 
she dies. 


Re-enter Lkicbster, L.h. 

Lei. The die is cast — 1 am both fool and villain : 
when the Queen discovers my marriage, it will be in- 
evitable ruin. 
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Var. Yet if tliftt marriage ca¥» Mnccalcd— 
Vessilian is the only hindrance. ’Tis evident slie has 
iOt courage to hurt you with the queen; and why, 
she came-— or was here with Tressilian, and— 

Lei. And by yon heaven he dies \ he who darira to 
step between me and my love must perish. The wo- 
man who is false to me, who made her sharer of my 
Lijd^and fortune, when I ask of her a little patu^ice, 
ere she launches forth upon the full current of her 
giandcur — ^shc wilUather basatrd her own shipwreck 
and mine than tarr> for a moment. 

Far. There is no time to loose— ’twere better she 
went back to Cumnor House till — 

Lei. No, no— I’ll see her first. 

Far. ’Twerc better see the queen — the request for 
ordering her remove'll will put all right. Or if your 
lordship like not that council, ask young Tressiliaii, 
who is yonder, and will advise you better. 

Lei. Away to Cnmnor — let her be removed — 

Far. And if I bring you proof that he, Tressilian, 
is the paramour of— 

Lei. Amy, — thou would’st say — but, no, no — it is 
false! false as the smoke of hell ! Ambitious, she may 
fickle and impatient — ’tis a woman’s fault — but 
false, Eilse to me! never I never! The proof — the 
proof of this. 

Far. My servtint, Michael Lambourne, was passing 
the chamber, and hearing strange voices, entered it — 
Tressilian immediately rushed on him, and the Count- 
ess fled ; but in seeking to prevent her flight, he ob- 
tained one of her gloves, which I think your lordship 
may know ? 

Lei. 1 do, I do !— they were my own gift ; — 1 see 
it all — ’tis written in characters of burning light! I 
see her infamy — I see nought else. 

Far. And yet^ my lord^ so young ;— forgiveness — 
Lei. Speak n6t m Varney ! She shall die the 
death of a traitres8|'iatt|#^^ 1 Talk not to me of 
forgiven^; shehidomM* 
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Fan I should ftiiggfcst. that she be 

TOtnoved to 

Older me in what tliou v^ilt— only begone ! 

Far. Give me your signet ring, my lord ! And lea\c 
all rest to me. 

Xei* ’Tis here— here, my good friend — (Gives 
Fiovt^^ the now, tegoncl For this vile 

vroiuM, 1 was arout to shake the foundation of a 
ful tlirooe— to wrong a who made me what 

1 aui-^Begonc, 1 I'-^fVithmterrific Jirmness a? 
Varney is going out*)*^Whiit thou dost, do quickl>. 
— Aua yet can it be ? Can infamy thus assume the 
guise of purity ? may she not be innocent ? Oh, Amy ! 
guilty or not, thy misery cannot equal that of thy dis- 
tracted husband ! 

£/2/erTRl£SSlLlAN, L.Il* 


Tres My lord, I sought you. 

Lei. Who are vou, and what do you want ? 

Tres* (Umnitj/iing himse/f.) I am Edmund Tres- 
bilian — I have been mund by a promise, the space oi 
which has passed — I now come to demand jus-^ 
ticc. 

Lei. Which all men arc entitled to— you above all, 
and Master Tressilian, you go not hence without it. 

Tres. I expected nrom your nobleness no less— 
may 1 v^ait on you in your chamber. 

Lei. No ; we are now under the free cope of hea« 
ven ! Thou the champion of Amy ! 

Tres. And the determined foe of her accursed hus- 
band ! ^ 

Lei. Frontless villain ! thou hast dishonoured him : 


you came here w^h her. 

Tres. No, by mine bbnour! am) had you not 
blighted the letter in {dha uppealed to you 

against your parasite. 

Lei. TU frlso-ehe iiWM9tt9r--and for thcc, 


jy|)0Ugh the hangman^Mpll!^ '^tter for thy crim« 



than the sword of a nobleman--«i^1ll||^ thy do- 
-fence. f mikes him.) 

Tres. My lord, you have dishonoured me. Hea- 
. vcn jud^ betwi>Lt us, and should you fall, your blood 
be oil your hQi\A.(Thcj/Jigh£^Tremfian is disarmed.) 

LeL Confess thy villainy— prepare for death-^or 
ask a coward’s life. 

"v Si'es, I scorn thy charge of villainy, as much as 
asking any thing of thee, aiid ftn> better prepared for 
death than haughty LeiceSi^t^t have given you no 
cause for this. 

Lei. No cause— no cause— but why parley with 
such a villain ! Die a liar, as thou lived’st ! 

Wayland rushes on uii.u b. 

fF(W. My lord, my lord ! — oh read — read this let- 
ter — to blame — I had (ktally mislaid it, and if 
any one deserves death, it is 1 — do read it — 

Lei- (Takes the letter.) Ha! Amy’s character! 
Nay, stand not on thy guard, good youth — here, pierce 
this heart, as I would have pierced thine. ^ 

Tres. Nothing then remains, but that We join to 
punish her seducer. 

LeL Her seducer! say rather her husband! her 
blind, misguided, most unworthy husband! She is iny 
wife — and now before the quec‘u 1 will avow it — thou 
inay’st carry fimt the newer away, and thou shalt 
bring my Amy’s fother to witness her acknowledged 
rights and rank, as Leicester’s Countess. 

2\es. Thy Countess I-* thank — thank heaven ! no 
more I’ll see her — and though through thee, I’ve lost 
"my heart’s best hope, yet Leicester never had so linn 
a friend as he shall find Tressilian. Come fellow — thy 
future fortune is ^ oai^f 

andWayland^ n.ii. 

Lei. Mountmte^p^l^ from this aching bosom ! 

« tipst/y 

Now, sf , where U Where is Sir Ricliard ? 
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Lamb, Gdnc, tnylord^ gone — and wouldn’t wait 
for me. 

Lei, Gone— n here ? 

Lamb. Gone with a lady — loft me w^ord to follow 
— she screamed, and scieeched, and — 

Lei, Peace, and learn thy distance — take 

this token — this note — (Writing in iii^ tabkts.) — Fol- 
low with the utmost speed — tell V^ainey, not to d 
but why expose — G(X>d fellow, Lainbouriie, thy life’s 
promotion will depend upon thy sw ift delivei j of this 
countermand of certain things I gave in charge to 
Varnej. Command him on his diit^ to obey, and wait 
for rn) aiiival ! I’ll give thee rank- -my coronet — rny 
heart — iiiy he<ait’s blood to save hei’s — fly this instant 
— m\ w ite ! my wife ! fly — fly to Ciunnor I 

[^Ercunfy r.h. 

SCENF IL— n all in the Castle, 

Until Lamboouxc, r.h. 

Mtch, Good fellow Lambourne, so his Iqidship 
said — and Vaiiicy went without me — Sir Richard, [ 
would saj— who made him so? Mj lord — and may 
make me. Sir Muhael. Varney grovis saucy — '^ays J 
dunk and game — and what dots he ? he’s cruel to that 
lady — and though she rudely sent me from hei cham- 
ber ill the west turret yonder, she’s no fool — she sees 
through Varney, and I’ll take her side. Vaiiiey, l>c- 
ware ; I’ve got your counter oidcrs, and though 
thou’rt a knight — ray lord may find — aye, and my lady 
too, that Michael Lambourne w ill do his duty, when 
it IS his iiiteiest. 

Enter Waxland, r,h. 

JFa^, Lambourne, horse, to horse! — 

st|Mge whispem are abros^l on thy speed perhap.^ 
K depends. 1 follow wltii itl; lord, and wb K IVes- 
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Mkh, I slian’t be lonjr in tcllitiig Sir Richard Var- 
li}py a little bit of my mind. 

fVai/, Your horse is ready. 

^Exit Michael^ l.h. Wajjhind and exit 

after him. 

SCENE III. — Presence Chamber. 

Queln Elizabeth, the Eabls of Sussex and 

Shrewsbury, Loros Burluigh, HuNsDEX^tSjrc. 

Sill Walter Ralkigh Awd/Z/eEAUL o/Leic es- 
ter, /.sower, discovered, 

Qiteen. Tressilian — has he Ixjen called ? 

Rah lie’s at the door, }oiir highness. 

Queen. Admit him. 

Enta Tresslian, l.h.d. 

So, sii ! you knew of this fair work — you are an ac- 
complice* in this deception — you lia\e been a main 
cause of our doing injustice! Art dumb, sirrah ? Thou 
kriew’st of this aflair, didst Ihou not? 

Ties, Not gracious madam, that the lady was L^i- 
i’Ostei’s (^ourile‘*s. 

Queen. Nor shall any one so know her — death ol 
my life! Countess of Leicester! 1 say Dame Amy 
Dudley — And well if she have not cause to write her- 
self w idow of the traitor Robert Dudley ! My Lord ot 
Shrewsbury you are Marshall of England, attach him 
of high treason. — {As Leicester comes down to address 
the queen^ she saj/s') — At distance, my lord, yo ir 
br(»ath thaws our ruff. 

Lei. Do with me as you will — But work no harm 
upon that gentleman, for he hath not deserved it. 

Queen. And will he bo the better for thy intercession, 
thou doubly false, end doubly too forsworn P.for thy 
intercession whose vlflAiijy hath made me ridicnloVMS to 
my subj^*cts, and cnIUMui to myself? Oh I *1 co^l|j||0ir 

* This BOiig is private property. 

JO 3 
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(•out mine own eyes for their blindness ! Oh, Burleigh ! 
^Cousin Hunsden ! 

BuTm Gracious Madam remember you irc a queen 
^ — ^Queen of England. Give not way to this wild sloi m 
of passion, be composed* 

Queen. Burleigh, thou little know’st — 

Bur* Beware, my honoured sovereign, that you lead^ 
not others to guess what they know not. 

Queen^ Thou art right Burleigh, thou art right. 
Any thing but disgrace — Any thing but a confession ol 
weakness — Any thing nither than seem the oheat- 
slighted — s’death' to think of it is disti action ! 
Ode foolish tear and then — 

Bin. Let my sovcieign be herself* 

Queen. She will be, Burleigh. My Lord Shrews- 
bury we discharge >ou of your prisoner. My Lord 
ofLeicestei rise and take up your sword. Tressiliaii 
we will hear thy story, and the Knighthood, Noble 
Sussex, asked for thee, shall with employ and honouis 

long be tliine — Leicester, for thee 

J^i i. 1 dare not plead excuse — indeed if ought can 
add to Leicester’s guilt, it is that his Amy’s safety may 
depend upon the haste we make to horse. 

Qiuen. To hoi se then instantly. Tiessilian, ILileigb, 
you, siis, with our guard, use all dispatch to Ciunnor ! 
You will furnish them, Master Secretary, with the war- 
rant iiecc^'-ary to secure the bodies of Varney and that 
Foster — te^kc a sufficient force with you gentlemen, 
bring the lady here — with all honour. We will rcocise 
her at the revels as our honoured hostess, and in full 
assembly, acknowledge her as Leicester^ Countess! 
Lose no time, and God be with you. 

[Ej:ewwt Leicester, Raleigh^ Tressilan, and Se^ 
crctari/, l . h . d . 

Retire my Lords — we would be to ourselves— see wc 
are private Burleigh. [Exeunt all but Elizabeth, l.ii. 
’Tis pi l lf— I’ve made the sacrifice that’s due to justice 
andi^^phed over passion, past, and well it is 
bo-^-^^Miiow the inward comfort or reflecting i’ve not ’ 
comjH^ised for selfish feeling, the lineal spkndour 
tp cteWn I wear : 1 st91 live tP support it and 
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ever j action of my life shall be that which can satisfy niy 
people’s hopes and raise my country’s glory. [ Ea^ity r . h . 

SCENE 1V.“^ Drearj/ Health, 

Enter Varney and Lambouiine r.h. 

* -Var, Well thou hast overtaken me — nhat then ? 
be brief— our horses scarce have time to eat their pro- 
\ei»dcr — the lady has gone forward, and my orders 
brook no delay— 

Mich, Orders forsooth ! you’ll wait till you receive 
them — Aye and from me— look here — *tis iny lord’s 
writing — he was free to Ctdl me ‘^(iood fellow Lam- 
bourne.” And my lord’s good fellow cannot be yours. 

Var. Thou drunken villain ! 

Mich, Don’t say that again, SinRichard — if some 
aie w iscr than some, that’s one thing ; and if some are 
VI orsc than some, why that’s cinothcr. Good Lam- 
bourne,” said he, *HeIl that fellow Varney, to play no 
tricks — to pay all respect to my lady, and send me 
back my signet.” That’s his letter. 

Vin. And this you would turn on me ; on me, who 
introduced you to this ciireer of courtlike favour ! 

Mkh, For your own ends— talk not to me of mas- 
ters ; if I’xc been ’prentice, my indentures arc out, 
and I am desperately resolved to set up for myself. 

Vai, Then take thy quittance ! — (Shoots him, 
Michael fads,) — Thou too far trusted, and too little 
trusting — these countermanding orders of my lords 
might possibly have been in lime, but robbers ’twill 
be thought deprived thee of them. [.EriV, l.h. 

Enter Wayland, r.h. 

ITai/, I have outrode my fellows, and my horse 
sinks for repose— I found a stray one too, tied in a 
thicket yonder. Bless me, look there, ’tis sure the 
form cf a slain cavalier !— What, ho ! 

Mffh. Hush ! hush ! don’t call so loud. Is Varney 
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IVai^, Gone ! 

3Jiclu Aye — Support me to yon hut I’m pep- 
.pered man — ni} uncle swore that I slioiiM die with 
i^ioes on, but I’ve a chance— that is if Ihej’ve a 
^peuch, or flock-bed at hand, to belie the piophec). 
Wa^f* Na\, rher»* thee man — ’tis nothing. 

Mich May be not — such nothings boiTietiiucs add 
to thcit own iiuiiiber— I die in a good causr — tspt- 
chlHy^ if when )Oii quit me, ^ou but makegood haste 
to^liilk (hat cut-throat Vanu}. Miy be I am a 
jlittle more alaiuied than hurt, and iihiy yet find 
^8ilren|^h to bear )oii company. Come on — I’m pe[)- 
*pered ! \^Excunt^ ii.n. 

SCENE — An Antique Half in Cumnor IIouscj 

with a piciuicsqui Saxon stait -case— the &ian^ 
winding to a landins^-place^ supported btj old 
fashioned posts^ which arenKyoeabie — at tfu tnd of 
the landing-place^ a chambei-doou 

Enla Fosti ii and Janet, u.ii. 

Ja. And is she iCcally lodged in that chamber ? 
fos. Is’t not my common sleeping chamber, hus- 
wife? Go, get thee hence — we have discovered thy 
base coiifedeiac) ; thou shall abet and plan no more 
escapes — go to — abscond, I say ! 

Ja, No* out of hearing, if 1 can so frame it. — 
(Aside ,) — Bat father — 

JFbs. Hence ! 

Ja. (A^ide,) 1 think 1 known way that will secure 
niy lad) for this night, at any rate. [^Exit^ r.ii. 

Fos. Soft je, here comes Sir Richard, a knight too 
—they <!ay our queen is wise— behold a proof of it — 
Sir Richard Varne) ! well — ’tis mortal strange how 
Uttle we villains love each other. 

Enter Vaanby, i^-h. mitk 4 torch cautiously, 

Vau Hist! Foster! 

Well! 
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Krtr. Is that the chamber ? 

Pos. Yes ; ‘she made no opposition — ^biit when I 
told luT Janet was not here, entered, and threw hcr- 
despairing on the couch. I said shejinight expect 
niy lord, she answered, on hearing of his signal, she’d 
conic forth. 

Far. ’Tis well. Those props are mo\ cable ? 

Yqs — that stair-case was framed in the civil 
wars : and that aBbve was called the safety chamber. 

Fay, ’Tis where thou kcep’st thy gold! 

los. Out and alas ! my gold ! 

Vm. ’Tis well; that then is the chamber from 
whence she must never — 

los- Return alive. And must— must it then be 
done ? 

Far. Or thou wilt have no copyhold possession 
here. 

>09. I cannot help it. No, Sir Richard — not to 
win the world would I lay hands on her 

Far, No need, honest Tony ; there is a better way 
— I’ll teach thee a springe to catch a pewitt. Yonder 
trap door, was It not thine invention ? 

Fos, Aye, there is a giilph beneath it most dread- 
iul — deeper tlian the Abbot’s well ; ’twas there. 

Far^ No matter what was there : yon gimcrack will 
remain secure in apjxiarance, w ill it not — even when 
thcsiippbrls arc withdrawn from under it. 

Fo^. Aye, so long as ’tis not trodden on. 

Far, And wx're the lady to venture out — her 
weight 

Fos. A mouse’s w<'ight would sink it. 

Far. Well then, she dies in attempting her own 
escape ; w e kill her not, and what, could you or 1 help 
it, honest Foster ? Let us see the action of this trick- 
ery. 

Fos. There needs a key to turn that screw- 

Far. Fetch it, fetch it man, quick — and wait thou 
here till my return— I’ll see the bird be really in the 
cage, And then— 

i^Foh. And then— I cannot — I cannot, good Sir RW 
clirrtt^andjhpiv if she should refuse to come forth. 
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Var* She is no woman if she attempt not to escape ; 
besides, honest Tony, she expects her husband’s re- 
turn-^doth she not ? 

JFbs^ Aye. ^ 

Far. Why then but imitate his accustomed signal 
of apulnoach upon the bugle, and I arrant iron bars 
would not hold her in. 

jPojf. What — make the poor things affection thcllirc 
to her death— thou ait indeed a defll, Varney. 

Far. And thou ait too deep in the de\irs liooks, 
sirrah, to refuse his bi(ldiii£c — so hence for the ke>, 
while I visit the lad>, and then wc’Il adjust (liy pitfall 
there. (nrr bridge • 

JPb9. 1 feel a kind of dizziness — my head swims — 
the blood is in mj thro it, and something is pulling at 
nij heart— my ejes are all fire — oh for a tear to quench 
them . — {lie glaies Xj.\ldly loundfor some Imuy Ifttn 
bursts into a flood of tans.) — I am better now — ’lis 
lighter here — {Touchina, his heart .) — Not for the 
worth of worlds would 1 lay hands of violence on her. 
I will pretend I cannot find the key — the Countess 
shall be saved — mj daughter shall bless me — and here 
*— oh I shall be quite easy here. 

[Touching his breast and forehead. — Exif^ l . u . 

Re-enter Jankt, with a winding key^ r.h. 

Ja. 1 have infoimed my lady at her nindow, by 
what means I could keep her tiom iiiliudeia — and 
while no one sees, I have the means, by this curious 
key, which I had hidden from my flithcr, to reino\e 
this secret draw-bridge or trap-door ; no one can then 
approach her, till 1 restore it. In doing this, if dis- 
obedience to my fother be a bin, olimay the niothc 
: plead forgiveness. I saw my father enter with V^ar- 
‘ ftey bedow, so no time is to be lost* I fear his cruelly, 
j^imd he shall not again approach my lady. 

(Music.^jJanet ascends the fitairs, and unlocks 
the 9n{ifdiine7y of the ttMi the drawbridge u 
^tteen bugle U heard r . h .) \ 

Madam, 1 leav& yvu 
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if». (ffilhoutn.H.') What, ho! Varney — Foster 
•— Ijamboiiriie ! 

Var. ( THthin.) My lord, 1 come ! 

(Knocking and'^^oices of^Open ! open !” r.h. 
Lei( ester y Raleigh^ Tresnhany PVaj/landy 
lush on. A\ Leuestei nearly reaches the top 
of the siahsy Vmney runs towards him^ 
the trap ghes waVy and he is preapitcUed 
down the abyss. The Countess is seen at the 
door of her chamba — all below make signs of 
forbearance to her — Janet screams and fuOs 
\m the ground in centre — the rest foim an ap^ 
piopriate groupe.) 

SCENE VI.— Hood. 

Ijiiter Oli\ b«, Ea erarh, and Giles, l.h. 

O//. r*riiis w.ij, my masters ; and so you conic all 
the way from Abingdon, to be present at the grand 
festival ? 

the. Yes ; and wc can rliauiit madrigals, or troll a 
mciry catch to paj you for our revels, so we may 
stand among the serving men, and see the queen. 

O//. Say you so— then b^ the mass you shall have 
good lodgings, 1 war rant. 

Enter Secrltauy, l.ii. 

Sec, Make way there, the pageant is about to com- 
mence, Queen Elizabeth has pardoned the Earl of 
Leicester, and Varney has fallen through the trap. 

\^Exit^ R.H# 

Ene. Pageant — w hy whaPs a pageant ? 

Oli. Don’t you know what a pageant is I why iSt 
pageant is a pageant— but imprimis—^ 

Eve. W hat’s imprimis ? 

Oli. Why first, imprimis— I’ll tell you, Fupil 
comes the grand pageant— then the morrice daiM(a 
— then the knights on horscback-«»4|iea 
truri.ameiit— then the qucM kpd 
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Eve. Oh ! thank you. Well, let us tiy oui thi 
at a Ccitf h — weMI <roll in the hall anon. 


CiLEE. — R(d 


BIoiM.^i..m(1er.hloiO ! hha^ tinj soundiho ho}}t 
And thi/ hf’nnei roaie on ///«//, 

Foi th( clmdKUis h(ue fon^ht in thi hot// lund^ 
And hm i l on the Lictoi y. 

Loud^ hud thi z^aidti hitiD his hotu 
And hfs hannci ZlOc^I on his^h. 

Let the he 
Andthf hits hi luns,^ 

And the ftast, the ftast tat mtnih/. 

The Zx^aidi) looVd from the /Oa’/ on hij^h^ 

As far a^hi eoidd see, 

/ Att a hold hnff;ht and hi/ hts ud (toss 
11c eonuii fiom t/u cast eounti/. 

Then loud the o aidtr hltc^^ his horn 
And ca/rd till ht iK^ashoaise, 

I see a hold Imo^ht 
And on his shic Id hi is^l t, 
lie hicneth a flamins^ cros 

Then doi^n the Laid of thi (ostle taint , 

The lid ei OSS kmi^ht to met 

And Zuhtn tin ud eioss km^hf ht t sy a d 

Pi Sj^ht loiin*ftj ht did him urat. 

Thoidrt iLeltomc heit^ dcai red tross I nioht^ 
For thi/ fame s nell knot^n to me. 

And the mass shall he sune^. 

And the beVs shall he inna^y 
And we will ft ast right meiulij 


Oh ^ I am eomi from the Holi/ Land ^ 
Where saints did live and die, 
fiehold the deviee I bear on my shield, 
Then red cross knight am II 

we have fought in the Holt/ Land, 
r^e've won the victory. 
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^or Z£)ilk valianl mighty 
Did the Christians fight^ 

And made Ike proud Pagans Jlj/, 

Thou'ri lOelcomc here dear red cross knight^ 

Come la^ Ihy armour hy^ 

4nd for the good tidings thou dost bring, 
feast us 7nerrily, 

For ah in my castle shall rejoice, 

That oL'c’ve <con the roictory; 

And the niass shall be sung. 

And thr bells shall he rung. 

And the feast, the feast, eat merrily. 

SCIiNE Vll. — The Court-yard of Kemlrcorth.— 
An emblematical represent aiion of some of the fes- 
tivities given by the Earl of Leicester in honour 
of Queen Elizabeth's visit to Kenilworth Castle, in 
July, 1575, arranged from the auihorilies of Tdo- 
bert Laneham — consisting of combats of Knights, 
Morrice Dancing, Eight by Men of Coventry, Sfc, 
6^'c. eoncluding with a grand scenic entertainment, 
wherein Britannia appears, exhibiting the homage 
of the four quarters of the Globe, with the sym- 
bols of their different nations at the feet of the 
Quec?i, ffc. Si'C. 
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